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INTRODUCTION. 


In the following pages an attempt has been made to 

_pourtray the various phases of Lancashire life amongst the 

- humbler classes, and in so doing, the Author has made no 

effort to conceal their failings, or to exaggerate the better 
qualities of their nature. 


Having spent his life amongst them, and still feeling 

proud to class himself as one of their number, he has 

~ had an excellent opportunity of studying them in the 

varied circumstances of life; and he has endeavoured, as 

far as his knowledge permits, to present the contents of 
this volume to the public as true pictures, 


The Author cordially thanks the many friends who 
have responded to his call, by whose encouragement and 
assistance he has been enabled him to gather together the 
scattered fragments of his Doric Muse ; and to produce 

_ them in their present collected form. 
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BITS 0°’ BROAD LANCASHIRE 


Ch’ Owd Family Bible, 


Ther's an owd family relic on t’ book shelf up theer, 
An’ aw’ll keep id till t’ day as aw dee ; 

Aw know ‘at id wodn’d be wo'th mich to yo, 
But gowd couldn’d buy id fro’ me. 

It’s nowt but a bible o’ th’ owd fashioned sooart, 
Wi’ some uv id lecaves loce an torn ; 

An’ mi gronfeyther bowt id, aw’ve oft heeard id sed, 
On t? day ’at mi mother wur born. 


God bless mi owd grondad! ’an gronny an’ o, 
They've booath bin i’ t’ grave mony a year ; 

If yo'll oppen th’ owd book eawt, an’ look deawn t’ fly leeaf, 
Yo'll see booath ther names written theer. 

Aw know mony a time, when aw wur but a lad, 
Aw’ve set on mi’ gronfeyther’s knee ; 
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While mi gronny’s bin set readin’ t? book throo her specs, 
To teych some good lesson to me. 


Just under ther names, yo'll see t’ date written deawn, 
When mi grondad an’ gronny wur wed ; 

An’ below id, ther’s t’? names ’at mi grondad wrooate in, 
Uv o’ t’ childer ’at ever they hed. 

Id meks me feel sad when aw read ’em at times, 
An’ often, aw corn’d stop a tear ; 

For o ‘at remains to tell t’ tale o’ ther lives, 
Is t’ names ’at yo’ll see written theer. 


Mi mother geet t’ bible, when th’ owd fooak wur gone, 
An’ hoo keerfully put id away ; 
But oftimes hoo’d reych id, to read id a bit, 
When hoo’d finished hur labours for t’ day. 
Aw fancy, at times, aw con see hur i’ t’ cheear, 
Wi t’ book oppen’d eawt on hur knee ; 
But fancy soon flies as aw cast a sad glance 
On t’ spot wheer hoo once used to be. 


Aw corn’d help but think o’ thoose days long gone by, 
For mi heart dwells so fondly on t’ past ; 

Mi mother med life like a Heaven to me, 
But owd age crept o’er hur at Jast. 

Still hoo never despaired, tho’ hoo knew th’ end wur near, 
But hoo’d smile in hur cheear up i’ t’ nook ; 

An’ sometimes hoo’d ax me to sit deawn, an’ read 
A chapter or two fro’ th’ owd book. 


Th’ Owd Family Bible. 


Aw’st allus remember that sad winter’s day, 
When aw knelt deawn bi t’ side uv hur bed ; 

‘*« Keep th’ owd family bible, an’ bless thee, mi lad !” 
Wur t’ last words ’at ever hoo sed. 

Hoo sunk like a babby ’at’s gooin’ to sleep, 
An’ t’ tears deawn mi cheeks trickled fast ; 

For aw knew hoo wur leeavin’ earth’s sorrows behynt, 
To rest fro’ hur labours at last. 


Ther’s an owd family reJic on t’ book shelf up theer, 
Far dearer than treasures 0’ gowd ; 

For id brings back to memory thoose luv’d ones o’ t’ past, 
"At lie 7 ther graves, damp an’ cowd. 

I:’s nowt but a bible o’ th’ owd fashioned sooart, 

~ But gowd couldn’d buy id fro’ me, 

For it’s sacred to hur aw luv’d dearest uv o, 
An’ aw’'ll keep id till t’ day as aw dee. 
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Wo Thad as ts Reet. 


We've oft heeard id sed, ’at a chap, to ged on, 

Mun gi’ back at nowt but grab o ’at he con; 

An’ part wi’ his conscience to gain his own ends, 
An’, if they’re 1’ t’ rooad, torn his back on his friends. 
It’s a maxim ’at’s followed bi plenty, aw know, 

But it does’nd suit me, for aw think aw con show 

’At life wod be better, an’ seem mooar complete, 

If we'd o nobbut try to do thad as is reet. 


If a chap gets throo life a bit better than yo, 

Dorn’d beear him no malice, nor wish his deawnfo’ ; 
For we o hev hard struggles to meet wi’ i’ life, 

An’ a chap desarves praise ‘at con battle thro t’ strife. 
Tho’ he’s getten a bit heigher up than yorsels, 

Dorn’d grumble nor co’ him to nobry else, 

But weear a sweet smile when yo see him i’ t’ street, 
If yo know ‘at he’s allus done thad as is reet. 


If ever ther’s owt ’at yo’ve getten to say, 

Concernin’ some chap, an’ bi chance he’s away, 

Dorn’d jeer at his follies to o ’at’s 7’ t’ place, 

But tell him yorsel when yo meet face to face. 

Tho’ he might be a chap uy a quarrelsome kind, 

He’s sure to respect yo for speykin’ yor mind ; 

For he'll know yo’re streytforrud, beawt sham or deceit, 
An’ he’ll stamp yo as one ’at docs thad as is reet. 
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If yo chance to ged raised to a bit uv a boss, 
Dorn’d think ’at a warkin’ mon’s nowt but a hoss ; 
Dorn’d humbug or coss him, or somebry might tell 
At he’s doin’ mooar wark than yo e’er did yorsel. 
Let him think yo're aware ‘at he’s doin’ his best, 
An’ yor kindness is sure to tek root in his breast, 
For he’ll wark wi’ a will, an’ his heart ’ll be leet, 
If he only finds cawt yo’ll do thad as is reet. 


Dorr’d meddle wi’ nobry’s affairs but yor own, 

An’, if yo howd saycrets, dorn’d let ’em be-known ; 

An’ dorn’d speyk o’ t’ failin’s 0’ nobry else, 

Until yo've med sure ’at yo’re perfect yorsels. 

If an’ owd friend come to yo a bit brokken deawn, 
 Dorn’d meet him at t’ dooar wi’ a sneer, or a freawn; 
If it hes i’ yor peawer, set him up on his feet, 

Yo’ll hey t’ comfort to know yo’ve done thad as is reet. 


Sooa mek this yor maxim 1’ feightin’ throo life, 

An’ yo'll find id ‘ll leeten yor care an’ yor strife : 

For aw think ‘at it’s t’ duty o’ every mon, 

To try an’ do t’ world as mich good as he con. 

Yor good deeds ’11 live when yor soul’s passed away, 

An’ yor friends ’ll come reawnd, an’ they’ll mournfully say— 
As t’ tears fro ther een mek yor coffin lid weet— 

‘«‘ Here lies one ’at tried to do thad as wur reet !” 
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Hu Sweetheart Pell. 


At t’ corner 0’ th’ owd loyne, yo'll see 
A little white-weshed cot ; 
So snug an’ hooamly, an’ to me 
Id seems a hallowed spot. 
For t’ treasure o’ mi heart lives theer— 
Mooar dear than tongue con tell ! 
An’ oft, at neet, aw linger near, 
To see mi sweetheart Nell. 


Reawnd t’ dooar, a little garden’s set, 
Wheer fleawers 1’ plenty bloom ; 
An’ rooasy, pink, an’ mignonette 
Send eawt ther sweet perfume. . 
Ther beauty lends a charm to t’ place, 
So modestly they grow ; 
But Nelly, wi’ hur pratty face, 
Seems t’ fairest fleawer uv o. 


Ther’s mony a lass wi’ gowden hair, 
An’ cheeks 0’ rooasy hue ; 
But nooan to me seems hawf as fair, 
As hur aw luv so true. 
But not for beauty’s sake alone 
Is Nell so dear to me ; 
Hur heart an’ mine booath throb as one, 
An’ will do till we dee. 


Mi Sweetheart Nell. 


Whene’er hoo sce’s me lingerin’ reawnd, 
Aw’ve never long to wait ; 

For eawt hoo'll come, wi joyful beawnd, 
An’ meet me just at t’ gate. 

It’s music when aw hear hur voice, 
An’ luv leets up hur een; 

Hoo knows aw wodn’d swap mi choice 
For princess, or for queen. 


Last neet, we rambled deawn by t’ well, 
An’ past th’ owd farm clooase by ; 

An’ theer, aw huddied up to Nell, 
An’ give a little sigh. 

Aw axed hur then if hoo’d be mine, 
Hoo answered soft an’ low— 

‘* Tha knows mi heart’s bin allus thine, 
Sooa tek mi hand an’ 0.” 


Mi heart throbbed wild, as back we went 
To t’ little hooamly cot ; 

An’ theer aw geet th’ owd fooak’s consent, 
To seal mi happy lot. 

Hoo’s th’ only child they ever hed, 
To soothe ther griefs an’ cares ; 

Sooa id wur settled, when we're wed, 
To mek eawr hooam wi theirs. 


Aw’m leet an’ happy o’ t’ day throo, 
It’s brecten’d up mi life 
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To know ’at Nelly, fond an’ true, 
‘Is neaw mi promised wife. 

Aw soon when summer days are spent, 
Mi lot wi hurs aw’ll join ; 

An’ pass a life 0’ sweet content 
I’ t’ cot at th’ end o' t’ loyne. 


@Mattuv ! 


Come, Joe, side thi playthings away, 

_ An’ sit tha deawn quate i’ thi cheear ; 

Aw’m gooin’ to sett’ table for t’ tay, 
Tor it’s time ‘at thi daddy wur here. 

Aw mun stir, for it’s geddin quite dark, 
An’ t’ stars twinkle breetly aboon ; 

0’ t’ fooak’s comin’ hooam fro ther wark, 
An’ thi dad ‘ll be back wi’ us soon. 


He’s a long an’ a wearisome tramp, 
Afooar he gets hooam uv a neet, 

Sooa aw think aw’ll draw t’ blind, an’ leet lamp, 
Id’ll mek things mooar cheerful an’ breet. 

If he comes across t’ fields fro’ his wark, . 
He'll see t’ lect thro t’? window shine clear ; 


Waitin’ ! 


Id might serve to guide him i’ t’ dark, 
An’ bring him safe back to us here. = > 


This mornin’ he gi’e me a’ kiss, 

An’ promised he wodn’d stop late ; 
An’ aw’m sure ’at ther’s summat amiss, 

Or he'd ne’er be so long fro’ his mate. 
Wheerever 1’ t’ world con he be ? 

Just peep eawt o’ t’? dooar,—that’s a lad ! 
Aw know tha’rt as anxious as me, 

To ged a fost glimpse at thi dad. 


When thoose ’at we luv are away, 
Th’ time passes so dreary an’ slow ; 
An’ it’s bad enough waitin’ throo t’ day, 
Without waitin’ t’ neet throo an’ o’. 
Ther’s nobry con tell,—only me,— 
Wod trouble ther is i’ mi breast ; 
Bud mi fears an’ mi burdens ’1l flee, 
When yon brid o’ mine comes to his nest. 
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Aw con sit here no longer i’ t’ cheear, 
Is thi dad never comin’ to-neet ? 
Aw’m only content when he’s here, 
An’ sad when he’s eawt 0’ mi seet. 
It’s offerin’ to rain, aw con see, 
For t’ cleawds are beginnin’ to freawn ; 
Aw hope he’ll be safe hooam wi’ me, 
Afooar it begins to come deawn. 
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Is this waitin’ ne’er gooin’ to be o’er ? 
For aw’m longin’ to see it ged past ; 
Hearken, lad,—that’s lis footstep at dooar, 
Hey, bless him! he’s comin’ at last. 
Aw’ve felt sick and weary o neet, 
For like as aw couldn'd abide ; 
But neaw aw feel cheerful, an’ leet, 
To know ’at he’s here bi mi side. 


Ch’ Pell Hell Bogart. 


Aw heeard a queer tale up at Pinchem, last neet, 
Tn a heawse wheer aw happened to co’ ; 

They’d tawked abeawt boggarts an’ o sich like things, 
Till terror geet howd uv ’em o. 

Th’ owd fella 7’ t’ nook, hed just finished his smook, 
An’ he laughed to see t’ young ‘uns turn pale ; 

Then he sed if they’d nobbut be quate till he’d done, 
He’d tell em a gradely ghost tule. 


They promised they wod, an’ they drew up ther cheears, 
For they wanted to hear every word ; 

Then th’ owd fella sed, ‘It’s aboon forty year 
Sin t’ tale ’at aw’m tellin’, occurred. 


“<> 
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Aw know aw wur nobbut a lad, just at t’ time, 
But often aw’ve heeard t’ nayburs tell— 

When they used to stan’ eawt o’ ther dooars uv a neet— 
"At a ghost hed bin sin at Pell Mell. 


‘Ther wur o sooarts o’ tall as to wod id could be, 
An’ mony a ‘ratcher’ wur towd ; 

Some sed id wur t’ miser o’ th’ Alum Heawse Wood, 
"At wur huntin’ abeawt for his gowd, 

Ther wur mony a rumour, but nooan ’at wur reet, 
An’ week after week hed gone past ; 

When one winter’s nect id wur o browt to leet, 
An’ tv’ mystery wur cleared up at last. 


“ Yo'll hev heeard speyk, no deawt, o’er owd Rollickin’ Ned, 
"At wur t’ keeper at Samlesbury Ho’ ; 

Well! at thad time he cooarted wi’ Polly o’ Sam’s, 
An’ hoo’rt bonniest lass 7’ t’ Long Row. 

He went up to see hur at t’ corner, one nect, 
Aw after a bit uy a talk, 

Hoo went into th’ heawse for har bonnet an’ shawl, 


To gooa eawt wi’ Ned for a walk. 


“ Td worn’d varra long afooar Polly wur cawt, 
An’ they went across t’ fields up at t’ top ; 

But soon as they'd getten up Billiage a bit, 
Poll stood theer an’ med a full stop. 

‘Aw’m gooin’ no farther up this way, to-neet,’ 

‘Hoo sed, an’ hoo trembled wi’ fear ; 
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‘For tha knows varra weel ’at we're clooase to Pell Mell, 
An’ aw’m towd ther’s a boggart up theer.’ 


««« Hey, dorn’d be so freeten’d, come on neaw,’ says Ned, 
‘¢ Aw ne’er thowt to see tha like thad ; 

Ther’s no sich thing as a boggart,’ he sed, 
‘An’ thoose fooak ’at towd tha’s bin mad. 

Aw’ if even ther wur, 0’ one thing aw’m quite sure, 
Ther’s nooan ’at could e’er freeten me ; 

For aw’d face fire an’ watter, or mortal, or ghost, 
Or owt at o Polly, for thee !’ 


* Wi’ thad, Poll plucked up, an’ they went walkin’ on 
Till they geet abeawt half way up th’ hill ; 

Then they heeard summat give sich a terrible grooan, 
An’ booath on ’em stood theer, chock still. 

‘ Arta freeten’d ?’ says Poll, an’ hoo clung to his arm, 
‘ Nowe, lass! aw’m nod freeten’d,’ he sed ; 

But he wished in his heart he wur nicely away, 
An’ snug wi’ their Tummy 1’ bed, 


*‘ They hardly hed time to look reawnd wheer they wur, 
Afooar Ned heeard t’ same noise ageean ; 

Then he seed summat white, an’ he flew deawn thad loyne 
Like a mad dog ’at’s brokken id cheean. 

QO’ t’ records 0’ runnin’ he smashed into nowt, 
Bit’ speed ’at he went deawn Pell Mell ; 

An’ Polly wur left theer, hawf freeten’d to deeath, 
To do t’ best hoo could for hursel. 
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*«‘ Neaw, id happened, some farmers wur comin’ throo t’ loyne, 
As Polly stood shiverin’ wi’ fear ; 
Sooa hoo towd ’em hur tale, an’ they o med a vow 
’At they'd hunt up for t’ ghost, then an’ theer. 
They worn’d seechin’ long afooar one on ’em sheawts— 
‘ Aw’ve fun’ eawt wod t’ boggart is, neaw !’ 
An’ wod do yo think ’at id torned eawt to be— 
Why, nowt but Owd Flitcher’s white keaw. 


* Poll chucked up wi’ Ned, for hoo’d hed quite enough, 
An’ hoo geet a fresh sweetheart i’ t’ row; 

An’ whenever Ned showed his face abeawt theer, 
He wur med t’ laughin’ stock for ’em o. 

Sooa young men dorn'd brag abeawt t’ pluck yo possess, 
When yo’re walkin’ yor girls eawt at neet ; 

Or else, like poor Ned, yo may ged in a mess, 
An’ aw’m sure id ’Il serve yo weel rect.”’ 
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Owd Ailse’s Thrift, 


Wod meks tha sit so quate, to-neet ? 
Come, hesta nowt to say ? 

Tha coom i’ th’ heawse an’ never spooak 
O’ t’ time tha geet thi tay. 

An’ when aw looked up ? thi een, 
Aw seed tears peepin’ throo ; 

Neaw, lad, ther’s summat troubles tha, 
Sooa tell mo wod’s to do. 


Well, lass, aw mut as weel speyk eawt— 
Aw've some bad neys to tell ; 

An’ when aw'ye towd mi tale, aw know 
Tha’ll be upset thisel. 

Life’s bin just like a sunny dreeam, 
But neaw it’s drear, an’ dark; 

An’ t’ cause uv o mi trouble, lass, 
Is this—aw’m cawt 0’ wark. 


Aw’ve woven deawn at t’ factory yon 
Tfor close on forty year ; 

But age an’ service ccawnt as nowt, 
If th’ average isn’d theer. 

For neaw, becose aw’ve getten’ owd, 
Av’ corn’d keep up wi’ t’ pace ; 

Aw hev to skift, for younger fooak 
To come an’ tek mi place, 


Owd Ailse’s Thrift. 


When t’ tackler coom wi’ t’ slate, to-day, 
He fairly carried on ; 

An’ towd me he'd be like to try 
To find a better mon. 

He waited for me comin’ eawt, 
As soon as th’ engine stopped ; 

An’ sed aw needn’d gooa no mooar, 
Because mi looms wur shcpped. 


An’ that’s wod’s med me sit so quate, 
Sin aw come hooam to-neet ; 
We've nowt i’ t’ world to save us neaw 
Fro’ bein’ torned i’ t’ street. 
For t’ bits 0’ goods ‘ll soon be gone, 
An’ when they’ve o bin sowd— 
Ther’ll be nowt left but  warkheawse then, 
An’ t? thowt on ’t meks me cowd. 


Tha necdn’ look so deawn, owd lad, 
Just hear wod aw’ve to say ; 

We’st never gooa to t’ warkheawse, mon, 
Sooa drive sich thowts away. 

An’ as for bein’ torned 1’ t’ street— 
That’s wod ll never be ; 

For this owd heawse we're livin’ in, 
Belongs to thee an’ me. 


Aw’ve t’ deeds for’t locked i’ t’ dresser-drawer, 
They’ve bin theer mony a while ; 


Or 
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An’ sitha, wod aw’ve getten here— 
Aw knew aw’d mek tha smile ; 

It’s t’ bank-book, showin’ t’ brass aw’ve saved, 
Neaw ! wod’s ta think o’ thad ? 

Enough to keep us booath for life, 
An’ mooar beside, owd lad. 


God bless thee, Ailse ! tha good owd wife, 
Aw never thowt o’ this ; 
Mi feelin’s corn’d be towd i’ words, 
Sooa, come, let’s hev a kiss. 
Tha’s bin t’ good angel o’ mi life— 
-A priceless, Heaven-sent gift ; 
An’ breeten’d up life’s clooasin’ days 
Wi’ t’ fruits o’ Inv an’ thrift. 


Betty's Calentire, 


Aw feel some an’ pottered, this mornin’, 


Tor it’s Valentine Day,—dosta know ? 


An’ when t’ pooastmon comes wi’ his letters, 


Aw fancy he’ll give us a co’. 


Aw do wish he’d bin,—aw’m so anxious, 


Just look if he’s comin’ on t’ way ; 


For aw’'m sure ‘at he hes summat for me, 


Because i’ts Saint Valentine’s Day. 


Betty’s Valentine. 


DY 


He’s a lot past his time is yon pooastmon, 
Aw wonder wod meks him so late ? 

If he nobbut knew hawf mi impatience, 
Aw’m sure ’at he’d ne’er let me wait. 

Aw’ve watched a full heawer at this window, 
An’ aw know ’at he hesn’d gone past ; 

Hello! that’s his knock—aw con tell id, 
Thank goodness he’s landed at last ! 


Sitha, Poll, it’s a box ’at he’s browt me, 
Teed reawnd wi a ribbin o’ blue ; 
Hey! aw fair worship t’ Jad, Poll, ’at’s sent id, 
Because he’s so tender and true. 
Aw raylee believed he’d forgetten, 
But mi fears are o banished away, 
For he’s known varra weel ’at aw lippen’d 
Uv a valentine fro’ him to-day. 


Let's look wod he’s sent in id, Polly— 
Well! if ever aw seed sich a thing ; 
Ther’s no valentine here at 0, lass, 
But, Poll, ther’s a gowd weddin’ ving. 
An’ look at thad papper at t’ bottom, 
It’s a letter he’s written, to say 
"At he thinks ’at we’ve done enough cooartin’, 
Sooa he’s puttin’ up th’ axin’s, to-day. 


Aw’m nod gooin’ to blame him nor grumble, 
Tho’ aw hardly expected id yet ; 
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For aw think when we share life together, 
"At we’st nod hey mich causc to regret. 
Truth shines fro’ his een just like sunbeeams, 
An’ aw know ‘at he’ll keep every vow; 
An’ when he popp’d t’ question, last Sunda’, 

Aw dorn’d recollect sayin’ ‘‘ nowe !” 


Neaw, Polly, aw’ll tell thee a sayeret, 


An’ aw know, when tha’s heeard id, tha’ll smile, 


Tha’s to hev a new dress, an’ a jacket, 
An’ a bonnet trimmed up i’ t’ new style. 

If fine clooas con mek tha look bonny, 
Tha shall be like a princess, thad day ; 

For tha hes to be t’ maid at eawr weddin’, 
An’ cawr Joe hes to give me away. 


Aw want tha to keep quate abeawt id, 
Sooa mind ‘at tha lets nobry know ; 

An’ then, when we're axed eawt next Sunda’, 
Td ll come like a shock to ’em o. 

Aw do wish as t’ weddin’ wur o’er wi’, 
For comfort an’ bliss ‘Il be mine ; 

When aw weear this gowd ring on mi finger, 
At’s bin sent for a life valentine. 


Hi YOO do 
© Ore 
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Don Troublesome Lav. 


‘ 


Aw’m sure ’at ther’s nobry mooar hampered than me, 
Aw’ve no pleasure fro’ mornin’ to nect ; 

For yon lad 0’ mine’s woss than a imp uv Owd Nick, 
Whenever he’s eat o’ mi seet. 

Wod wi’ t’ ecrapes ’at he gets in, an’ t’ marlocks he plays, 
It’s a wonder aw’m nod driven mad ; 

An’ if things doesn’d awter, aw shall be, yo'll see, 
An’ o throo yon troublesome lad. 


Aw dorn’d know wodever’s come o’er him uv late, 
For he never wur yon way afooar ; 

Ther’s nowt nobbut bother or rows o’ some sooart, 
Whenever he gooas eawt 0’ t’ door. 

Aw’ve tried to persuade him to breyk off his ways, 
Aw’ve sauced him, an’ hided him too ; 

But aw’ve fun’ it’s no use for he keeps at th’ owd game, 
An’ he licks o ’at ever aw knew. 


T’ other neet aw went eawt, an’ aw left him wi’ t’ child, 
While aw did an errand or two ; 
But soon as aw landed at t’ dooar comin’ back, 
Aw heeard sich a hullaballoo. 
An’ when aw geet in he wur wavin’ a knife, 
An’ for t’ time aw-wur fairly struck dumb ; 
Till he sed he wur playin’ at ‘‘ Buffalo Bill,” 
An’ wur waitin’ for th’ Indians to come. 
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When aw’d poo’d off mi shawl, aw begun to look reawnd, 
An’, fooaks, aw could welly ha’ cried ; 

For he’d knocked t’ table leg off an’ brokken 0’ t’ pots, 
An’ smashed a cheear rocker beside. 

Then aw went up to t’ credle to look at mi child, 
An’, hey dear ! id wur sich a seet ; 

For he’d getten some soot an’ he’d daubed id all o’er, 
Id wur black fro’ id heyd to id feet. 


Well t’ day after thad when aw leet him gooa eawt, 

Ther wur bother ageean reet away ; 
For he hedn’d been gone mony minutes at t’ mooast, 

When in pops Owd Jonathan Bray ; 

‘“« Aw’ll tell yo wod, missis,’”’ Owd Jonathan sed, 
“Yon son o’ yors isn’d quite square ; 

For he’s one o’ my chickens teed on his kite-tail, 
An’ it’s chirpin’ away up i’ th’ air.” 


Aw determined fro’ then, ’at aw'd keep him?’ th’ heawse, 
An’ then aw should know things wur reet ; 
Aw’ everything went on as smooth as could be, 
Till eawr Mary’s chap coom, last neet. ; 
He’d just set him deawn, but he beawnced up fro’ t’ cheear, 
And he skriked, an’ he raved, an’ he swooar !— 
For he’d set on some tacks ’at yon imp hed put theer, 
An’ he vowed ’at he’d come yon no mooar. 


Aw’ve no mooar idea heaw to manage yon lad, 
Than a pig hes o’ flyin’ to ¢’ moon ; 


Yon Troublesome Lad. Oil 


But aw’st oather be teken to t’ ’sylum or t’ grave, 
Jf ther isn’d a change varra soon. 

If he'd nobbut try to do thad as he should, 
Aw’d never complain, or be sad ; 

For mi heart ’ud be lect, booath at mornin’ an’ neet, 
If he worn’d sich a troublesome lad. 


Q GHarku’ sows Rellerttons, 


Sometimes, when wearied eawk at nect, 
Aw sit me deawn 1’ th’ owd arm cheear, 
Bi t’ fire ’at bruns so warm an’ brect, 
Av’ think o’ t’ joy an’ comfort theer. 
An’ strange reflections cross mi mind, 
When studyin’ t’ ways o’ human life ; 
An’ oft, aw try some rooad to find, 
To leeten t’ toil.an’ strife. 


Aw think o' fooak ’at fret an’ pine, 

An’ uv ther envy mek a show ; 
Because they corn’d torn cawi as fine 

As somebry else they charee to know. 
Wod foo’s sich fooak mun be, for sure, 

To sigh for things they corn’d command ! 
A mon may be, tho’ ragged an’ poor, 

As good as t’ best i’ t’ land. 
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A mon ’at’s blessed wi’ strength an’ health, 
To toil an’ earn his daily bread, 
Should envy nobry o’ ther wealth, 
Nor grieve for things ’at he corn’d ged. 
Breet gowd con gain respect, aw know, 
While poverty grins deawn on t’ poor, 
But rank an’ titles, after o, 
Are empty seawnds—no mooar. 


Th’ owd squire ’at lives 1’ th’ ho’ up yon, 
Surreawnded wi’ id park an’ greawnds ; 
Con co’ o t’ land for miles, his own, 
An’ gooa cawt huntin’ wi’ his heawnds. 
But when he roams throo’ t’ meadows green, 
Or throo’ his woods, weel stocked wi game ; 
He con but feeast his een on t’ scene, 
An’ sooa con aw just t’ same. 


Because he’s deawn i’ t’ world a bit, 
A mon’s no reason to give way ; 
Be brave 7 t’ strife, dorn’d mope an’ sit, 
For after t’ darkness follows t’ day. 
Cheer up, an’ banish care away, 
An’ o’er yor troubles gaily sing ; 
Ther’s mony a warkin’ mon to-day, 
Far happier than a king. 


We've 0 eawr ups an’ deawns to face, 
Sooa buckle to an’ mek yor mark ; 
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An’ fortune’s sun ’ll shine i’ t’ place 

O’ t? cleawds ’at mek life drear an’ dark. 
Heawever hard yor lot may be, 

Keep courage, tho’ yo chance to fo’ ; 
For just look reawnd yo, an’ yo'll see 

Ther’s plenty woss than yo. 


Sooa do yor duty while yo con, 
An’ let this be yor daily creed— 
To act to every fella mon, 
Wi’ truth an’ reet, i’ word an’ deed. 
An’ aw’'ll do t’ same misel, an’ o, 
Until aw tek mi final rest ; 
An’ then when t’ judgment comes, aw know 
Aw’st stan’ mi chance wi t’ best. 


Hub wa Chimley, 


Aw’ve a bit uv a tale ’at aw’ll tell yo, 

If yo’ll nobbut be quate for a while ; 
O’er a young chap ’at lived up 1’ Mellor, 
An’ aw'll bet id “Il wek yo o smile. 
They co’d him flash Tum for a nickname, 
For he allus wur dressed up to t’ mark ; 
An’ he cooarted an owd farmer’s dowter, 
"At lived just below Woodfowd Park. 


O4 


Bits 0’ Broad Lancashire. 


Neaw t’ name o’ this lass ’at he went wi’ 
Wur Mary, at leeast sooa aw’m towd ; 
Hoo’d cheeks ’at ’ud shame t’ breetest rooasy, 
An’ hur hair wur like ringlets 0’ gowd. 
Aw at t? church wheer hoo went to at Sunda’ 
Hur sweet voice nooan failed to admire ; 
For Mary wur @’ principal singer, 
At thad time, 1’ Mellor Church choir. 


Heawever they geet agate cooartin’, 
Is mooar nor a happen to know ; 


But he thowt t’ world abeawt hur, that’s certain, 


An’ he wur thowt t’ same on, an’ o. 
They'd meet just at t’ corner o’ Pinchem, 

An’ Tum’s waited theer mony a heawer ; 
To hev a nice ramble wi’ Mary 

Up Revidge, or throo t’ Tooad-hoyle bar. 


But, someheaw, Tum grew to be jealous, 
An’ this is just t’ way id begun ;— 
He'd sin hur give one or two glances 
At young Harry, t’ gamekeeper’s son. 
When they'd bin gooin’ cawt on ther rambles, 
They’d met him i’ t’ rooad, once or twice ; 
An’ Mary hed smiled as he passed ’em, 
An’ Tum thowt id didn’d look niee. 


Sooa ‘um begun frettin’ an’ sulkin’, 
An’ he acted like nowt but a foo’ ; 
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An’ Mary wur lost to know t’ reason, 
For hoo thowt nowt o’ Harry, nod hoo. 

Sooa hoo axed him at t’ finish wod ailed him, 
"At med him so peevish an’ queer ; 

An’ he managed to smile an’ say ‘nowt, lass! ” 
An’ wi’ thad o wur reet again wi’ hur. 


He went up ageean’t’ Sunda’ after, 
But he stopped when he'd getten to t’ dooar ; 
For he heeard somebry strange into t’ kitchen, 
Id wur young Harry’s voice, he felt sure. 
‘* By gum ! aw’ve dropped on ’em,” he muttered, 
For aw ne’er sed aw’d come up to-neet ; 
Aw’d give owt for some place to hide in, 
Just to hearken, an’ be eawt o’ t’ sect.” 


He war starein’ abeawt like a dummy, 
When his een fell on th’ owd chimley top ; 
An’ he seemed to be struck o’ at sudden, 
Fer he sed “ theigher ! aw’ve just fun t’ reet shop. 
If aw could but ged deawn into t’ chimley, 
They’d never suspect aw wur theer ; 
An’ bi lowerin’ misel to t’ fost stooary, 
Every word ’at they say, aw could hear.” 


Quick as thowt he geet howd uv a ladder, 
An’ reared id ageean t’ side o’ th’ heawse ; 
Then he geet on to t’ roof, an’ i’ t’ chimley, 
An’ he dropped deawn as quate as a meawse, 
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He geet up to t’ waist, then he stuck theer, 
An’ he wriggled an’ gave sich a sheawt ; 

For he fun’ he wur jammed like a herrin’, 
He could noather ged in nor ged cawt. 


Att noise, Mary rushed eawt o’ t’ kitchen, 
For hoo couldn’d tell wod wur to do ; 
An’ hur brother coom eawt an’ o, wi’ hur,— 
Id wur him ’at hoo’d bin talkin’ to. 
They thowt ther wur burglars on t’ buildin’, 
An’ they’d run eawt hawf freetened to deeath ; 
But they looked np, an’ seed Tum 7’ ¢’ chimley, 
Welly chooakin’, an’ gaspin’ for breeath. 


His sheawts hed browt eawt some o’ t’ nayburs, 
An’ a greyt creawd geet reawnd him at last ; 
An’ a lot on ’em poo’d hard to loce him, 
But no use, he wur jamm’d in too fast. 
Sooa at last they'd to fotch two bricklayers, 
"At lived just at t’ near end o’ t’ teawn ; 
An’ poor Tum hed to promise to pay ’em, 
Afooar they'd poo th’ owd chimley deawn. 


To finish mi tale,—when they loced him, 
Tum wur raylee a comical seet ; 

An’, aw might say, his cooartship wi’ Mary 
Wur browt to a finish thad neet. 


Tl? Owd Fiddler. | DAT 


They plagued him thad mich up 7 Mellor, 
Till at ¢’ finish, they drooave him away ; 

But yo'll hear t’ tale o’ luv in a chimley 
If yo'll mention id theer ony day. 


Ch’ Owd sider, 


They’re layin th’ owd fiddler to rest, 
He’s freed fro’ his sorrow an’ care ; 
An’ feelin’s o’ sadness fill mony a true breast, 
As t’ parson reads t’ funeral prayer. 
Poor owd mon! he wur blind forty year, 
But he allus wur kindly to t’ last ; 
It’s better for him ’at they’ve put him deawn theer, 
For neaw o his troubles are past. 


At every bit uv a stir, 
Th’ owd fella wur sure to be theer ; 
An’ nooan wur mooar welcome than th’ owd fiddler wur, 
Witheawt him we’st feel some an’ drear. 
He’d strike up some owd lively tune, 
An’ hearts ’at felt weary afooar,— 
He’d leeten like magic, until varra soon, 
They beeat fast wi’ pleasure once mooar, 
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He’d sit wi’ his tankard o’ ale, 
An’ play o ’at e’er wur required ; 
An’ sometimes he’d tell us a bit uv a tale, 
When t’ dancers geet jaded an’ tired. 
Then he’d play to some owd rustic lay, 
While we o joined 7’ t? chorus like mad ; 
But oft we could see, while he med us so gay, 
"At his own heart wur heavy an’ sad. 


When he’s played us his merriest airs, 
Aw’ve sin him brush t’ tear-drops aside ; 
An’ then, when we’ve soothed him, to leeten his cares, 
He’s put deawn his fiddle, an’ cried. 
‘** Ther’s nobry con tell,”” ho would say, 
‘¢ Wod misery id is to be blind ; 
But aw’st ged a relief fro’ mi troubles, some day, 
God bless yo, for bein’ so kind!” 


When th’ owd fella deed, aw wur theer, 
An’ as we o stood bi his bed ; 

He seemed to be anxious for th’ end to draw near 
For these wur just t’ words ’at he sed :— 

‘‘ Mor some fooak, Deeath’s hand strikes too soon, 
But his stroke hes no terrors for me ; 

For when aw'm co’d off to thad hooam up aboon, 
Aw know aw’st be able to see.” 


Rest on theer, owd fiddler! rest, on! 
Thi sorrow an’ misery’s past ; 
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Tha’s changed o thi troubles, i’ t’ place wheer tha’rt gone, 
To joys ’at for ever ‘Il last. 

If ther’s ever a soul beyond t’ skies, 
Aw’m certain ’at thine 1] be theer ; 

A creawn ’at’s immortal, tha’s gained as thi prize, 
For t’ pain ’at tha suffered deawn here, 


Co Hoghton Tower, 


Scene o’ long departed glories,— 
Grond, historic, an’ sublime ! 

Weel tha’s braved booath storm an’ weather, 
Throo Jong centuries o’ time. 

One con hardly help but wonder, 
Heaw tha’s battled throo id o, 

When he sce’s tha—so majestie— 
Freawnin’ deawn on t’ vale below. 


If thoose wo’s wi’ speech wur gifted, 
Woda wondrous tale they’d tell ! 
Every stooan could tell some sayeret, 

At id neaw keeps to idsel. 

Links to add to t’ cheean uv history, 
Deeds enacted long i t? past ;— 
They'd reveal, if stooan’s hed voices, 
But they howd ther saycrets fast. 
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When one views thi ancient splendour, 
An’ thi beauties meet his eve ; 
He con welly paint a pictur 
Heaw tha wur i’ days gone by. 
Stately feeasts, wheer t’ guests assembled, 
Wooar ther glitterin’ suits o’ mail ; 
While ther strong an’ bowd retainers, 
In thi kitchens, quaffed ther ale. 


If tradition speyks eawt truly, 

Tha’ll hev sin some antics queer ; 
For we're towd as t’ Pendle witches 
Sometimes paid ther visits here. 

Id may be ’at Mother Demdike, 
Wi’ some weird an’ mystic rhyme, 
Cast a strange enchantment o'er tha, 
To repel th’ attacks o’ time. 


Did ta look as cowd an’ gloomy, 
In thoose ages pass’d away ; 
When King Jemmy crossed thi portals, 
Wi’ his courtiers, fine an’ gay ? 
*Mid such scenes 0’ wide rejoicin’ 
Tha could never look so drear ; 
When leawd peals 0’ mirth an’ laughter, 
Kchoed reawnd tha everywheer. 


Th’ time as Cromwell, wi’ his cannons, 
Battered at thi owd grey wo’s ; 
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Weel tha sheltered thoose within tha, 
Safe fro’ t’ vengeance o’ ther foes. 

Tho’ t’ besiegers an’ t’ defenders, 
Centuries sin retorned to clay ; 

Theer tha stan’s 1’ o thi grandeur, 
Scornin’ th’ efforts o’ decay. 


IT’ t’ long years ’at tha’s bin stannin’, 
Tha’s sin empires rise an’ fo’ ; 

Thrones hey tumbled—kings bin humbled, 
But tha’s weathered throo id o. 

Freawn away on t’ top o’ th’ hill theer— 
Look as solemn asto will !— 

Tho’ thi glory’s long departed, 
Memory fondly clings theer still ! 


CGawr Tun’s Eetten Carkliv’ To-day, 


This owd heart 0’ mine fair gooas bumpity-bump, 
Aw wur ne’er mooar o’erjoyed i’ mi life ; 
dey ! it’s mony a day sin aw felt hawf as leet, 
For aw keer nowt for trouble or strife. 
\w con see ’at yo’re itchin’ to know wod’s to do, 
"At aw’m feelin’ so happy an’ gay ; 
Vell! t’ fact on ’t is this—an’ aw’ll tell yo streyt eawt— 
Kawr Tum’s getten tacklin’ to-day ! 
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Aw’'m nod gooin’ to say ’at he’s o’er fond o’ wark, 
For aw’m sure yo know different to thad ; 

An’ aw know if he wur,—an’ yo'll say t’ same as me,— 
"At he wodn’t be owt like his dad. 

He ne’er give his mind to his weyvin’ so mich, 
He wanted less wark an’ mooar pay ; 


An’ he sweears ’at he'll ne’er use a reedhook ageean, 
For he’s getten on tacklin’ to-day. 


He’s followed yon manager mooar nor a bit, 
An’ paid for him mony a quart; 

Until he geet promised, if owt should torn eawt, 
"At he could hev t’ fost chance to start. 

A pint or two warks some greyt wonders, at times, 
An’ brings mony a thing in eawr way ; 

An’ bi followin’ t’ dodge ’at yo’ve o done yorsels, 
EKawr Tum’s getten tacklin’ to-day. 


Aw ne’er heeard a word till aw geet hooam to-neet, 
An’ aw felt rayther chocked wi surprise, 
When Owd Skennin’ Joe coom i’ th’ heawse and bawled cawt,— 
“Yor Tum’s fairly getten a rise !” 
Aw’d nobbut just axed him wodever he meant, 
When hooam comes cawr Bob to his tay ; 
An’ he sheawts, wi a grin, as he coom rushin’ in, 
‘‘ Mawr Tum’s getten tacklin’ to-day !” 


Aw’ve reeason to think ’at cawr Tum ‘ll ged on, » 
For aw know he’s weel suited wi' t’ place ; 
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He con look dark as thunner, an’ mek a big noise, 
An’ coss till he gooas black i’ t’ face. 

He con carry wi’ comfort, a beeam o’ twelve scooar, 
An’ gait id an’ o—sooa they say ; 

Sooa aw think, if he’ll mind, ’at he'll manage to stick 
To t’ shop ’at he’s getten to-day. 


His heyd’s nod o’erstocked wi’ mich knowledge, or brains, 
But a tackler requires nooan, yo know ; 

An’ if he’s as numb as a greyt lump o’ wood, 
He’ll nobbut be t’ same as ’em o. 

Wod he’s lackin’ i’ knowledge, he hes 1’ conceit, 
He’s a mighty big mon, in his way; 

An’ if suppin’ flat pints meks a qualified mon, 

He's fit for a tackler to-day. 


Ther’s nobry con tell hawf o’ t’ bother ther’s bin, 
An’ t’ trouble aw’ve hed wi’ yon lad ; 

But neaw aw con freely forgive him for o, 
For he’s med mi owd heart feel so glad. 

Sooa empty yor pots, chaps, an’ hev drinks wi’ me, 
Come, give in yor orders—aw'll pay ! 

Aw’m eawt wi’ th’ intention o’ hevin’ a spree, 
For eawr Tum’s getten tacklin’ to-day ! 


ee Jee ZIM 
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Qt Hooant, 


Th’ wintry wind blows bitter cowd, 
An’ whistles wild o'er t’ moors ; 

It’s snug an’ cozy set bit’ fire, 
But dismal eawt o’ doors. 

Tha’s landed hooam quite soon, to-neet, 
An’ hey! aw’m some an’ fain ; 


Tor hearken, lad, heaw t’ rain comes deawn !— 
‘} ? 


An’ pelts on t’ window pane. 


Tha’rt lookin’ reg’lar worn an’ tired, 
Sooa sit tha deawn an’ rest ; 

Here, tek this eeasy cheear 0’ mine— 
Aw know tha likes id t’ best. 

Ther’s t’ papper on to t’ sofey end, 
Aw thowt tha’d want to see’t ; 

Thavr’t allus fond o’ readin’ t’ news 
When tha comes hooam at neet. 


Eawr Nan’s bin nooan so weel to-day, 
Hoo’s laid on t’ sofey theer ; 

But when aw co’d th’ owd doctor in, 
He sed we'd nowt to fear. 

Hoo’s mended up a lot sin noon, 
Aw think hoo’ll soon be reet ; 

Hoo’s tawked o’ nowt but thee o day, 
An wished as id wur neet. 


At Hooam. OD 


Th’ canary brid seems fain tha’s come, 
Just hearken heaw id sings ! 

Id rattles eawt id silvery nooates 
Till th’ owd heawse fairly rings. 

Oft, when aw’m sewin’ bi misel, 
Id sings id song for me ; 

Yet strange, id music’s ne’er so sweet, 
As when it sings for thee. 


Just look at t’ kittlin heaw id plays 
An’ tries to climb thi knee ; 

It’s like us 01’ th’ heawse beside— 
We o think weel o’ thee. 

An’ even t’ cricket chirps away, 
As if id knew eawr mirth : 

An’ adds a bit to th’ harmony 
"At cheers eawr hooamly hearth. 


Just poo thi cooat off, wilta, lad ? 
Aw see it’s getten torn ; 

An’ then aw’ll sew id up a bit— 
Tha’ll want id on to-morn. 

Aw’ve allus kept tha nice an’ streyt, 
An’ will do while aw con ; 

For t’? woman never lived aw’m sure, 
"At wed a better mon. 


God bless tha, lad! aw’ve nowt i’ t’ world 
To live for, only thee; 
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Aw wish ’at every mon an’ wife 
Wur t’ same as thee an’ me. 

Let t’ storms eawtside rage as they will, 
They ne’er con enter here ; 

For sunshine fills this breast o’ mine 
Whene’er aw know tha’rt near. 


Heaw Fohnnp Rept His Promise, 


Young Johnny o’ th’ Heights wur a frolicsome blade, 
But as dacent a lad as e’er handled a spade ; 
He could clear t’ five-barred gate like a deer, at a beawnd, 
He wur strong as a lion, an’ swift as a heawnd, 
An’ at rannin’ a race 
Ther wur nooan could go t’ pace 
Wi’ Johnny, for twenty mile reawnd. 


Neaw, Johnny wur cooartin’ wi’ young Mally Grecn,— 
A sweet winsome maiden wi’ soft hazel cen ; 
An’ tho’ Johnny's nature wur fearless an’ rough, 
Wi’ Mally he allus wur tender enough ; 
Aw’ hur kLeart heaved wi pride 
As hoo walked at his side, 
For hoo knew he wur med o’ t’ reet stuff, 


/ 


Heaw Johnny Kept His Promise. 


One neet, when he’d left hur at th’ owd cottage gate, 
He hurried back hooam, for he knew id wur late ; 
But nowt like a welcome awaited him theer,— 


Thowt Johnny “it strikes me ther’s summas wrong here,’ 


Tor his mother wur sittin’ 
On t? squab wi’ hur knittin’, 
While th’ owd mon looked peevish i’ t’ cheear. 


« Aw’'ll tell tha wod, Johnny,” his feyther begun, 
« Aw’ve getten plump tired o’ thi carryin’s on ; 
Yon lass ’at tha’rt cooartin wi’ doesn’d suit me, 
Ther’s nowt mich abeawt hur as fav as aw see ; 


Hoo’s a varra nice lass, 
An’ as sich hoo might pass,— 
But hoo’s nooan a fit partner for thee. 


Aw want tha to drop off thi cooartin’ fro’ neaw, 
It’s no use thee sobbin’ an’ lookin’ so feaw ; 
Just put every thowt o’ yon lass at one side, 
Ther’s nowt never done, lad, afooar it’s bin tried ; 
An’ tha’st hev a new suit, 
Aw’ a gowd watch to boot, 
An’ a albert to match id beside.” 


While Johnny stood thinkin’ o’ wod he mut do, 
A happy thowt struck him ’at cleared up his broo, 


If yo’ll buy thad suit, an’ thad gowd watch an’ cheean, 
Fro’ t’ fost time they’re worn, 
As true as aw’m born— 

Aw’ll never gooa cooartin ageean.”’ 
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Well, Johnny geet-donned in his new Sunda best, 
An’ he looked some an’ smart wi’ t’ gowd.cheean on his breast, 
‘‘ Aw’m sure,” sed his feyther, ‘‘o’ t’ nayburs ’Il say 
’At tha’rt smartest young fella for miles reawnd this way ; 
But remember mi lad, 
Wod tha promised thi dad !— 
Tha’s finished wi cooartin’ to-day.”’ 


When Johnny went eawt, he met Mally on t’ sly, 
An’ they went an’ geet wed into th’ owd church clooase by 
When t’ service wur ended’at med ’em 7’ one, 
Sed Johnny, ‘‘ Come, let’s tell th’ owd chap wod we've done ; 
He’s foce, in his way, 
But aw fancy to-day 
He'll be fooarced to admit aw’m t’ best mon.” 


When Johnny went back wi’ his newly med bride, 
Th’ owd chap stared at booath wi’ his een oppen’d wide ; 
‘‘ Tha’s soon gone an’ brokken thi promise,” he sed. 
“ Nay!” Johnny replied, ‘‘ aw’ve kept t? promise aw med, 
Aw fecl varra sure 
Aw’st gooa cooartin’ no mooar, 
Tor this mornin’ we went an’ geet wed.’’ 


The owd fella give in when he seed he’d bin tricked, 
An’ he put up his hands an’ he owned he wur licked ; 
‘Well, Johnny!” he sed, ‘as tha’s entered i’ t’ strife, 
Aw trust hoo may mek thee a good little wife ; 

Ifere’s to thee, lad, an’ hur !— 

May you ne’er hev a care, 
But paddle on smoothly throo life.” 


Yon Cottage uw HKawrs. 39 


Pon Gottage ub Ears, 


Aw’ve a snug little cot, an’ a sweet-tempered wife, 

To help me an’ cheer me throo t’ journey o’ life ; 

Aw've a nice little garden at t’ front o’ mi dooar ; 

An’, tho’ humble mi lot, yet aw wish for no mooar, 

For yon four bonny childer ’at creawd reawnd mi knee, 

Are a theawsand times dearer than riches to me ; 

For they breeten life’s pathway, like sweet summer fleawers, 
An’ fill wi’ contentment yon cottage uv eawrs. 


When hooamward aw turn fro’ mi labour, at neet, 

Mi heart gi’es a beawnd soon as t’ chimney’s 1’ seet ; 

Wod sheawts greet mi ear as aw draw near to t’ door !— 
An’ t’ childer throng reawnd me to kiss me once mooar. 
Ther’s t’ tay-things on t’ table, an’ 0 seems so snug ; 

An’ mi owd ecasy slippers lie warmin’ on t’ rug ; 

While t’ fire ’at shines eawt warm an’ cheerful throo t’ bars, 
Meks o look so breet i’ yon cottage uv eawrs. 


When t’ childer ged quater, as t’ neet wecars away, 

Aw draw up to th’ har’stooan, an’ smook mi long clay ; 
Eawr Joe gets his slate—he’s his hooam-wark to do, 
While eawr Jane docs hur sewin’ to tek back to t’ skoo; 
’ Ther’s t’ wife sits reet facin’, wi’ t’ young’st on hur knee, 
While Mary, t? next youngest, cums hutchin’ to me ; 
It’s seldom as trouble cawr happiness mars, 

For strife never enters yon cottage uv cawrs. 
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If some friend, or acquaintance, should happen to pass, 


He’s welcome to co’ for a pipe an’ a glass ; 

An’ then, as bi t’ fireside we cozily sit, 

We con hev a nice tawk o’er own times for a bit. 
Should id chance to be one as is shabby an’ poor,— 
Some friend as hes sin better days long befooar ; 


Tho’ his cheeks may weear t’ traces o’ Dame Fortune’s scars, 


He’s welcome o t’ same i’ yon cottage uv eawrs. 


Theose fooak ‘at ride eawt 1’ ther carriages grand, 
May booast o’ ther titles, ther gowd, an’ ther land ; 
Aw’ll envy ’em nooan o’ ther rank an’ ther wealth, 
So long as aw’m blessed wi’ contentment an’ health. 
Let ’em weear o ther jewels so dazzlin’ an’ fine ; 
Aw’ve some dearer gems still i’ yon childer 0’ mine ; 
Ther sweet smilin’ faces bring life sunny heawers, 

As ther laffter re-seawnds throo yon eottage uv eawrs. 


God bless yo! mi childer, mi hooam, an’ mi wife ; 
Witheawt yo, this world wur an ocean o’ strife ; 
Wheer aw should be tossed, like a booat, to an’ fro ; 
An’, happen, be sunk in a whirlpool 0’ woe, 

It’s yo as mek t? world like an Eden to me; 

An’ thowts on yo cheer me wheere’cr aw may be ; 
Oh! may we o meet i’ yon hooam beyond t’ stars !— 
When Deeath co’s us off fro’ yon cottage uv ecawrs. 


ienare pon YO" i—— 
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Aw’it Goou’ a Cooartu’ To-nert, 


This heart o° mine’s o’ in a flutter, 
An’ t’ reason aw’m sure aw corn’d tell, 
Bud happen yo'll guess wod aw feel like, 
If ever yo’ve cooarted yorsel. 
Aw’ve put o mi best Sunda clooas on, 
An’ polished mi shoon up so bieet,, 
An’ aw’m longin’ for dayleet to vanish, 
For aw’m gooin’ a cooartin’ to-neet. 


Its nooan o’ yor fine stuck up damsels, 
*At aw’m feelin’ so anxious to sec; 

But a sweet hooamly lass, true an’ luvvin’, 
An’ hey! sich a treasure to me. 

Aw feel some an’ preawd when aw’m wi’ hur, 
Tor hoo's t’ bonniest lass i’ o t’ street ; 

An’ aw’m envied bi lots 0’ young fellows, 
When aw gooa eawt a cooartin’ at nect. 


Aw met hur t’ fost time at a party, 
Just twelve month come next Kesmus Day ; 
An’ soon as aw clapped mi cen on hur, 
Aw felt misel gone—reet away. 
Mi heart beeat away like two drumsticks, 
Aw wur smitten wi luy at fost sect ; 
An’ someheaw we gect agate talkin’, 
Aw’ we started a cooartin’ thad neet. 


42 


Bits o’ Broad Lancashire. 


Sin then, we’ve hed mony a nice ramble 
Together, o’er meadow an’ style, 
An’ towd one another cawr saycrets 
As we've walked on for mile after mile. 
It’s grond to be eawt, aw con tell yo, 
When th’ owd moon shines eayt, full an’ breet, 
To whisper soft tales to yor sweethearts 
When yor gooin’ a cooartin’ at neet. 


Hey me! aw'm fair weary wi’ waitin’, 
An’ wod meks id stranger 0’, 
Whene’er aw want time to gooa faster 
Id seems to drag on twice as slow. 
Aw’m just like a fish eawt 0’ watter, 
For aw corn’d abide eawt uv hur seet ; 
Aw’ aw’ve never no comfort or pleasure, 
ixcept when aw’m cooartin’ at neet. 


It’s ned for hur wealth ’at aw want hur, 
Tor hoo’s humble an’ poor, like misel, 
It's t? langwidge aw read in hur glances, 
At speyks eawt wod t’ tongue ne’er could tell. 
‘Aw know gowd con buy lots 0’ comforts, 
Bud true luv’s a treasure mooar sweet ; 
An’ aw wodn’d change places wi’ t’ richest, 
When aw gooa eawt a cooartin’ to-neet. 


Aw’st never be gradely contented 
Until aw con co’ hur mi wife ; 


A Seeat at Yor Own Fireside. 


An’ aw know, when we’re booath joined together 
"At we'll battle on bravely throo t’ strife. 

Aw corn’d live no longer witheawt hur, 
An’ its no use o’ dallyin’ wi’ v ; 

Sooa aw think aw’ll pluck up an’ pop t’ question, 
When aw gooa eawt a cooartin’ to-nect. 


aA Seeat af Dor Own Fireside, 


Ther’s nowt like a seeat at yor own fireside, 
No matter heaw humble id be ; 

When t’ fire blazes breet on a cowd winter’s neet 
Heaw yor blood seems to tingle wi’ glee. 

When t’ wife o’ yor bosom sits smilin’ i’ t’ checar, 
Yor heart’s dearest treasure an’ pride ; 

Yo feel ther’s no pleasure i’ life hawf as sweet 
As a seeat at yor own fireside. 


Hey ! it’s grond to sit deawn at yor own fireside 
When yo’ve finished yor labour for t’ day ; 

To ceawer into t’ nook an’ enjoy a quate smook, 
An’ puff o yor troubles away. 

~ Yo’ve 1’ comfort to know ’at yo’ve carned yor repooase, 
Tho’ t’ luxurys o’ life yor denied ; 

An’ yo feel. a contentment as t’ rich seldom feel 
As yo sit at yor own fireside. — 
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When t’ raindrops are peltin’ booath window an’ roof, 
An’ o seems so dismal an’ dreear ; 
Yor heart ’ll feel leet when yo ged hooam at neet, 
For yo'll find nowt but luv’s sunshine theer. 
Bi t’ fire’s cheerful glow yo con listen to t’ storm, 
*At rages away far an’ wide ; 
An’ yo'll feel t’ truth o’ t’ song ’at ‘‘thers no place like 
As yo sit at yor own fireside. {hooam,”’ 


It maybe yor geddin’ a bit into years, 
An’ yo feel t’ latter end comin’ fast ; 

Yo con sit deawn wi’ t’ wife as hes breetened yor life, 
An’ talk o’er th’ owd times ’at are past. 

Tho’ hur hair’s geddin’ grey, hoo’s as faithful an’ true 
As on t’ day when hoo fost wur a bride ; 

An’ hoo’ll comfort an’ cheer yo as long as hon’s spared 
To stop at yor hooam fireside. 


It’s nice to be set at yor own fireside 
To camp wi’ a naybor or two ; 
An’ hear ’em give snatches o’ owd country tales i 
Till t’ neet’s welly getten worn thro’. Ee 
It’s so pleasant to listen to t? way as they're towd, 
Wi’ wisdom an’ wit weel supplied ; 
Hey, its cheerin’ to t’ sperrits when winter sels in 
Is a camp at yor own fireside. 


Then here’s to thoose luv’d ones ’at mek hooam so dear, 
An’ breeten up t’ lives o’ monkind ; 


Hauwf-past Five at Neet. 45 


As greet us wi’ smiles when we enter at t’ dooar, 
An’ scatter eawr troubles to t’ wind. 

Tho’ some seck for pleasure away fro’ ther hooam, 
TV’ lands far across t’ rowlin’ tide ; 

They find as true comfort con only be felt 
When they're snug at ther own fireside. 


Hawi Vast jibe at Preet. 


For fooak at’s slaves to t’ factory bell, 
Life’s nooan so breet nor gay ; 

For every morn they start at six, 
An’ wark like foo’s 0’ t’ day. 

Bud when id geds tort stoppin’ time, 
Ther sinkin’ hearts grow leet ; 

An’ sich a change comes o’er ’em 0, 
At hawf past five at neet. 


Id meks ’em feel so glad, to know 
Ther labour’s o’er once mooar ; 
An’ lots 0’ faces beeeten up, 
"At looked quite sad befooar. 
They swarm like bees throo t’ factory gate, 
To th’ oppen air i’ t’ strect ; 
An’ leeave o’ t’ cares o’ toil behind, 
At hawf past five at neet. 
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Ther’s t’ chap as fuddled t’ neet afooar, 
An’ geet aboon his share ; 

He’s ready, soon as th’ engine stops, 
To dart off like a hare. 

Another pint or two, he ses, 
Ull mek him feel o’ reet ; 

An’ in he pops at t’ nearest ‘* pub,” 
At hawf past five at neet. 


Yo'll see t? young lasses decked 7’ smiles, 
O rushin’ fro’ ther wark ; 

To ged donned up to meet ther chaps, 
An’ ramble reawnd bi t’ park. 


It’s t’ thowts 0’ t’ walk, an’ t’ pleasant talk, 


’At meks ther faces breet ; 
An’ fills ther hearts wi’ sweet content, 
At hawf past five at neet. 


For t’ chap at's fagged an’ wearied eawt, 
Wi’ t’ toil he’s done throo t’ day ; 

Id brings a spell o’ welcome rest, 
To drive o’ t’ gloom away. 

An’ when he reyches th’ hooam fireside, 
Wheer 0’s so snug an’ breet, 

He feels ‘at life’s woth livin’ for, 
At hawf past five at neet. 


It’s th’ only time as warkin’ fooak 
Con tek life as they choose ; 
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An’ sit an’ smook, or read some book, 
Or talk o’er t’ latest news. 

Or ramble eawt, at t’ clooase o’ day, 
When t’ summer air smells sweet ; 

For slavery’s theirs—an’ nowt no mooar, 
Till hawf past five at neet. 


To t’ sons o’ toil, wode’er they be, 
Id flings ids joys areawnd ; 

Id cheers up mony a weary heart, 
An’ meks ther sperrits beawnd. 

Id brings ’em ¢’ tidin’s ’at they’re free, 
An’ meks ther burdens leet ; 

Hey! t’ richest gem o’ factory life, 
Is hawf past five at neet. 


Hut Robin, 


Mi heart beeats time to a merry tune ; 
An’ flutters wild wi’ glee ; 
Ther isn’d a lass 7’ t’ teawn, aw'm sure, 
So full o’ joy as me. 
Aw’ve just left Robin at th’ owd lodge gate, 
An’ it’s t’ words he’s sed to-neet 
*At’s driven o’ t? gloom o’ life away, 
An’ med mi heart so leet. 
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O, mi Robin’s fair, an’ he’s gowden hair, 
Av’ he’s tall an’ comely, too ; _ 

An’ his een they twinkle so clear an’ breet, 
When luv comes shinin’ throo’. 

He’s an honest heart, an’ aw know full weel 
’At it’s filled wi luy for me ; 

Witheawt mi Robin to cheer me up 
Heaw dreary life would be ! 


At Sunda, Robin sings 7’ t’ choir, 
Av’ pride oft swells mi breast ; 
When aw hear his sweet voice ringin’ eawt 
So clear aboon o’ t’ rest. 
An’ sometimes when aw raise mi een, 
An’ look across mi pew, 
To steyl a glance at mi Robin's face— 
Aw find him glancin’ too, 


To-neet, when aw met him at t’ meadow steel, 
He linked his arm 7’ mine ; 

For aw’d promised afooar ’at we'd hev a walk 
If t’ neet wur owt like fine. 

Wo chatted away till we gect 1’ t’ loyne, 
An’ past th’ owd orchard wo’ ; 

When he axed me to swap mi hooam for his, 
An’ swap mi name an’ 0. 


Id coom so sudden—aw couldn’d speyk, 
But aw fun’ mi tongue at last ; 


Owd Comrades. 


An’ aw towd him aw’d link mi lot wi’ his 
When th’ harvest time geet past. 

His een towd a tale o’ luv sincere, 
*At his tongue could never tell; 

But tho’ aw med him so leet an’ fain, 
Aw felt as fain misel. 


Ther’s a little cot, wi some garden greawnd, 
*At stan’s 7’ t’ valley yon ; 

Aw’ it’s theer wheer Robin an’ me ’1] dwell 
Tro’ t’ day we're med 7’ one. 

Aw envy nooan o’ ther rank an’ wealth, 
No matter wod they be ; 

For mi Robin’s 0 ’at aw want on earth, 
Av’ mooar than t’ world to me. 


Owd Comrades. 


We're two owd comrades—thee an’ me, 
An’ weel we’ve stuck together, 
For forty year, throo smooth an’ rough, 
I’ breet an’ stormy weather. 
Let's leet eawr pipes, an’ talk things o’er,— 
Draw clooaser up to t’ fender ; 
It’s nooan so oft ’at one con find 
A mate so true an’ tender. 
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Hey, mony a time ?’ childish play, 
We've romped abeawt th’ owd meadow, 
When life wur like a shiny day, 
Witheawt a cleawd or shadow. 
Owd Time’s played weary havoc, lad, 
Wi?’ thoose we used to cherish ; 
But tv? fate o’ mon’s decreed aboon, 
We live to bloom an’ perish. 


When monhood’s days took childhood’s place, 
We toiled an’ throoave on daily ; 
Till th’ owd recruitin’ sergeant coom, 
WY ribbins flyin’ gaily. 
He towd us tales o’ darin’ deeds, 
Kawyr breasts wi’ glory fillin’ ; 
Until at last we gripped his hand, 
An’ sed we'd tek t? Queen’s shillin’. 


Soon after thad, when t’ war begun, 
Fro’ hooam an’ friends we parted ; 
For t regiment wur ordered eawt, 
Aw off to t? war we started. 
Th’ tears cooarsed deawn mony a brave mon‘s 
But every nerve wur steady ; (cheeks, 
For when Owd England needs hur sons 
Hoo allus finds ’em ready, 


We landed t’ Crimea’s shores at last, 
An’, if eawr pluck wur deawted,— 
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We soon put o sich thowts at rest, 
Bi t’ way as t? foe wur reawted. 

We scattered t? Russian’s left an’ reight, 
An’ fro’ ther quarters chased ’em ; 

Aw showed ’em ‘at ther brag wur nowt, 
When British valour faced ’em. 


Oft, when we’ve marched, at t’ bugle’s co’, 
To scenes o’ strife an’ pillage ; 
Aw’ve thowt o’ thoose we left behynt, 
T t’ little English village. 
Hey ! heaw they clung to thee an’ me, 
On t’ day o’ separation ; aan 
When duty co’d us booath away, 
To serve eawr Queen an’ nation. 


Tha recollects thad wintry morn, 
When t’ war wur nearly ended ; 

We strooave to capture t’ Redan fort 
As t’ foe hed long defended. 

An’ just as t’ Russians torned an’ fled, 
An’ t’? sheawts o’ victory seawnded ! 

A musket bullet struck mi breast, 
An’ deawn aw stumbled—weawnded. 


They sed aw’d dee, but, thanks to thee, 
Aw soon geet weel an’ stronger ;— 

It’s no use, lad, these tears ‘Il come, 
They'll not keep back no longer, 
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When one feels grateful to a friend, 
It’s ne’er a shame to own 1d; 

Thad heart o’ thine’s as true as stcel, 
An’ o throo life tha’s shown id. 


But o cawr warfare’s past an’ gone, 
Aw here we sit at leisure ; 
To pass eawr clooasin’ days 1’ peace 
Wi’ thoose we luv an’ treasure. 
An’ may we never live to see 
Kawr friendship e’cr diminish ; 
We're true owd comrades, an’ we'll be 
Owd comrades up to t’ finish. 
‘ 


Seniscliffe Gate. 


We're stood bi th’ owd gate, wheer we oft used to meet, 
I ¢? time when cawr hearts an’ cawr fancies wur free ; 
Aw’ memory rowls ¢’ picturs o’ t’ past back, to-neet, 
An’ shows me at life as id onee used to be. 
Long years hev passed by, sin we roamed here afooar, 
An’ we’ve struggled on bravely wi’ fortune an’ fate ; 
But t’ spring-time o’ life secms to come back once mooar, 
As tha stan’s bi mi side, here, at Feniscliffe Gate. 7 


Fenisclife Gate. ao 


Hey ! time after time, hev aw waited for thee, 
An’ longed for thi comin’, as neet-fo drew near ; 
An’ never wur owt hawf as*welcome to me, 

As when t’ seawnd o’ thi footsteps fell soft on mi ear. 
Sometimes, when aw’ve stood here, so lonesome and sad, 
An’ everything reawnd me seemed dismal an’ quate ; 

Tha’s banished mi troubles, an’ med mi heart glad, 
Wr thi sweet words 0’ welcome, at Feniscliffe Gate. 


Wod feelin’s 0’ joy filled eawr breasts, mony a neet, 
‘As we rambled together, wi’ hearts true an’ seawnd, 
An’ built up a fature o’ hooapes, gowden breet ! 
’At, years sin, wur shattered an’ tumbled to t’ greawnd. 
Aw oft, when we’ve traced back eawr footsteps, once mooar, 
An’ stood here together, when t’ neet’s getten late ; 
This heart o’ mine, someheaw, felt heavy an’ sooare, 
Ag t’ time coom for partin’, at Feniscliffe Gate. 


*Twur here, aw remember, i’ days ’at are gone, 
Aw towd tha aw cared for no other, but thee ! 
’Twur here, wheer we'd stop, when eawr rambles wur done, 
While t’ birds warbled reawnd us on mony a tree. 
An’ here, too, one neet, when we'd stopped for a rest, 
Aw axed tha to tek me for life, as thi mate ; 
An’ oh! heaw mi heart fluttered wild i’ mi breast ! 
As tha give me thi answer, at Feniscliffe Gate. 


Hey ! time's med sad changes, sin thad happy day— 
When t’ parson read t’ service ‘at med us i’ onc, 
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We’re journeyin’ swiftly on t’ track o’ decay, 

An’ thoose ’at we cherished, are 0 deead an’ gone. 
But nobry con say ’at we heyn’d bin true, 

We've warked hard together, booath early an’ late ; 
An’ eawr luy’s just as strong—tho’ it’s nod quite as new 

As id wur when we cooarted at Feniscliffe Gate. 


Owd gate, fare thee well !—we mun gooa on eawr way, 
We might never live to look on thee ageean ! 
Tha’s conjured up scenes uv a long-vanished day, 
W? links ’at wur rustin’ on memory’s cheean. 
We've varra near getten to th’ end o’ life’s track, 
An’ soon we’st be co’d on, to pay t’ toll o° fate ; 
But as long as life lasts aw shall rowl fancy back, 
To t’ time we wur luvvers at Feniscliffe Gate. 


Su o’Clock at ‘orn’, 


When t’ factory loces uv a neet, 
An’ labours o’er for t day ; 

Wod throngs o’ warkin’ fooak yo’ll meet, 
Wi spirits leet an’ gay. 

Wi step so brisk, they trip along, 

While jibe an’ banter, jest and song, 

Breyk eawt fro’ ¢’ lips o’ t’ merry throng 
When hooam fro’ work retornin’ ; 

But, wod a wondrous change we see !— 
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An’ mony a time it’s puzzled me, 
Why things should so much different be 
At six o'clock at mornin’ ? 


Yo'll see lots scutter off—pell-mell, 
As six o’cleck draws near ; 
While t? warnin’ nooates o’ t’ factory bell, 
Ring eawt so bowd an’ clear. 
While some,—so cheery t’ neet afooar, 
Wi faces long, an’ hearts so sooar, 
Creep slowly to ther wark once mooar, 
No smiles ther cheeks adornin’ ; 
No sheawts o’ laughter seawnd 7’ th’ air, 
Ther broo’s are dark wi’ cleawds 0’ care, 
For life seems like a desert bare, 
At six o’clock at mornin’. 


Ther’s t’ young chap theer ’at cuts a dash, 
An’ dons up every neet ; 
He’s short o’ nowt but brains an’ cash, 
For he’s plenty o’ conceit. 
Wi’ t’ billiard eue he’s quite a don, 
Gets tumblin’ drunk,—to be a mon, 
An’ soo?’ vice he rushes on, 
Nor ever thinks 0’ tornin’ ; 
His blood-shot ecr, an’ features pale, 
His limbs ’at strength begins to fail, 
They tell a sad an’ weary tale, 
At six o’clock at mornin’, 
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Yo'll see some odd ’uns, rayther late, 
Come pushin’ on ther way ; 

They hurry deawn tort t’ factory gate, 
Wi’ feelin’s far fro gay. 

They're past ther time,—they feel quite sure, 

An’ as they enter t’ watch-heawse dooar, 

They hear ther tackler rave an’ rooar,— 
Ther wild excuses scornin’ ; 

Av then as to ther looms they run, 

They find ’at somebry’s set ’em on, 

An’ med a greyt big ’mash i’ one, 
At six o’clock at mornin’. 


Aw sooa they peyl along o’ day, 
Till neet comes on ageean ; 
But 0’ ther troubles fly away, 
When freed fro’ labours cheean. 
It’s quite a study, aw declare, 
To watch heaw th’ humbler classes fare, 
O’ t’ toil an’ strife they hev ther share, 
As t? wheel o’ life keeps tornin’; __ 
Tho’ factory life’s weel mixed wi’ woe, 
Yo'll find id mixed wi’ joys an’ o, 
But t’ biggest drawback uv id o, 
Is—six o’clock at mornin’. 


—tinctee GE te 


To t ** Royal” Babby. 
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Ta tf? “Royal”? Babbp. 


Bless tha, little Alexandra ! 
Hey ! we’re some an’ preawd o’ thee ; 
Blegburn sends id humble greetin’,— 
Oppen-hearted, warm, an’ free. 
Tho’ tha’rt nobbut quite a stranger, 
Still tha’s browt us some reneawn ; 
An’ tha’ll allus find a welcome 
In eawr busy smooky teawn. 


God-child uv eawr noble Princess, 
Favoured wi’ hur honoured name ; 

Long hoo’s kept id pure an’ spotless, 
May tha allus keep it t’ same. 

Try to follow in hur footsteps, 
Lettin’ virtue be thi guide ; 

An’ tha’ll hear eawr heart-felt praises, 
Ringin’ eawt on every side. 


Royal gifts an’ other honours 
Seem to hey no charms for thee ; 
When tha’rt lyin’ like a cherub 
Restin’ on thi mother’s knee. 
Tha’rt a sweet an’ luvly pictur’, 
As tha nestles to hur breast ; 
While hoo hums some owd-time ballad, 
Gently lullin’ thee to rest. 
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When they took thee to be kessun’d, 
Dear a me—wod fooak wur theer! 
An’ when ths wur o stood reawnd thee, 
Varra like thaXt think id queer. 
But tha never lost thi temper, 
Tha wur reg’lar quate an’ good ; 
An’ behaved thisel quite perfect, 
Like a “ Royal” babby should. 


Th’ Jubilee an’ th’ Royal Visit 
Caused eawr hearts to throb wi’ pride, 
But we'd sooner hey thee wi’ us 
Than o t? pomp an’ show beside. 
Here’s to t’ bonny Princess—bless hur ! 
For o t’ gladness ‘ut we feel ; 
If hoo knew heaw mich we thank hur 
Hoo'd be suited gradely weel. 


True tha’rt but a little babby ; 
But as time gooas on a pace, 
Oft tha’ll feel pride’s crimson blushes 
Steylin’ o’er thi bonny face. 
Hey ! tha’ll prize thi honours dearly, 
When to womanhood tha’s grown ; 
An’ thi namesake—Alexandra, 
Sits wi Albert on to t’ throne. 


May life’s sky ne’er freawn or darken, 
As tha‘rt ploddin’ on throo life ; 


It’s Kesmas Ageean. 


An’ may He ’at watches o’er us 

Steer tha clear fro’ worldly strife. 
Strive to comfort t’ poor an’ lowly, 

Help ’em on throo life’s rough way ; 
Then wil] future ages bless thee, 

Little Alexandra May. 


ts Resimas Aceean, 


It's Kesmas ageean, an’ ther’s joy-nooates i’ t’ bells, 
8 , JOY 
As they ring eawt o’er th’ hard crusted snow ; 
Aw cottage an’ mansion aro gaily decked eawt, 
Wi’ holly an’ green mistletoe. 
It’s t’ seeason when mon should rejoice an” be glad 
J grad, 
An’ t’ tables are filled wi’ good cheer ; 
Sooa drive care away, laff an’ sing while yo may, 
y 8 
For Kesmas but comes cnce a year. 


It's Kesmas ageean, wod a pleasure id is 
To see smilin’ faces 0 reawnd ; 

An’ t’ breet glow o’ comfort at every fireside, 
Forms a contrast to t’ snow-covered greawnd. 

~ Throo mony a window yo’ll hear sheawts o’ mirth, 
As hooamward yor mekkin’ yor way ; 

While others yo'll hear joinin’ in wi’ good glee, 
I’ t’ words o’ some owd Kesmas lay. 
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It’s Kesmas ageean, lots o’ tables ‘ll grooan 
Wi’ t’ weight uv o’ t’ good things they beear ; 

For tho’ warkin’ fooak fare but humbly t’ week throo, 
They like one good feeast in a year. 

O’ t’ thowts o’ ther labours are banished for t’ time, 
An’ joy breetens every face ; 

An’ o’er t’ cheerin’ glass song an’ jooak freely pass, 
Till ther laffter re-echoes throo t’ place. 


It’s Kesmas ageeun, t’ childers 0 on t’ look eawt 
For summat ’at’s dainty an’ nice ; 

An’ o they con tawk o’er for weeks afooar t’ time, 
Ty torkeys, an’ geese, an’ mince pies. 

When Kesmas Eve comes, an’ yo ged ’em up stairs, 
They'll hang up ther stockin’s, because 

They say as they’re certain to ged ’em weel filled 
Wi’ presents fro’ Owd Santa Claus. 


It's Kesmas ageean, sooa young fella’s look cawt, 
An’ dornd act so back’ard an’ slow ; 

An’ mind as yo snatch fro’ yor sweethearts a kiss, 
If yo catch ’em below t’ mistletoe. 

Yo morn’d give up soft if bi chance they should freawn, 
If yo do yo'll be sadly to blame ; 

For tho’ ther cheeks flush, an’ they try to look vexed, 
Wod matter, they like id o’ t’ same. 


It’s Kesmas ageean, owd an’ young, rich an’ poor, 
Ull greet id wi’ song, jest, an’ smile ; 


To th’ Owd Year, 1887. 


An’ they'll 0 celebrate id as weel as they con, 
I’ t' gradely good owd fashioned style. 

An’ tho’ we know weel every time as id comes, 
Id adds one mooar link to time’s cheean ; 

We'll try to be gay an’ drive sorrow away, 
For Kesmas is here wonst ageean. 


Co th’ Owd Pear, 1887, 


Tha’rt gooin to leeave us soon, Owd Year, 
Sooa here’s a last farewell ; 

On t’ memories ’at tha leeaves behind 
Tawr hearts ‘ll often dwell. 

For when tha’s long bin sunk 1’ t’ past 
We’st allus think o’ thee, 

Aw’ tell heaw English hearts rejoiced 
At t’ time o’ Jubilee. 


Tha’s welly run thi cooarse, Owd Year, 
Thi end’s booath near and sure, 

For t’ sun as shines o’er t? snow-tip’d hills 
Ull shine on thee no mooar. 

Just like a lamp ’at’s burnin’ low, 
Tha’ll flicker eawt an’ dee ; 

An’ t’ bells as welcome t’ New Year in 
Ull seawnd t’ deeath-knell for thee. 
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Tha’s gladdened mony a heart, Owd Year, 
Sin fost tha coom, aw know ; 

Bud tho’ tha’s scattered joys areawnd, 
Tha’s scattered griefs an’ o’. 

For mony a one as watched thee in 
Lies cowd an’ still i’ t’ clay ; 

An’, happen, aw may lie theer too 
When t’ next comes—whoa con say ? 


Aw’m some an’ fain to see, Owd Year, 
As trade’s improved a bit ; 

An’ if id keeps on t’ merdin’ side, 
Hard times ’]1 hev to flit. 

For tekin things o’ thro’ uv late, 
We're geddin’ nicely on ; 

An’ mony a theawsand warkin’ fooak 
Ull praise thee when tha’rt gone. 


Tha‘ll leeave no woeful tales, Owd Year, 
O’ battlefield an’ strife ; 

Wheer war’s machinery belches eawt, 
At t’ cost o’ human life. 

IT’ t’ place o’ sich like things as these, 
Far breeter things}we sce ; 

For Peace sits smilin’ hand 7’ hand, 
Wi’ sweet Prosperity. 


Good neet, Owd Year, good nect, Owd Year, 
Tho’ t’ partin’ meks us sad ; 


Shootin’ Owd Turpin. 63 


We'll welcome t’ new un when id comes 
For t’ sake o’ thee, —id dad ! 

When t’ bells ring wildly eawt to-neet, 
Fro’ mony a steeple’s height ; 

We'll bid farewell to Eighty-seven 
An’ welcome Highty-eight. 


Shootiv’ Owd Turpin, 


No deawt yo’ve heeard speyk uv Owd Turpin, 
As used to live up at Pell Mell ; 
He wur quite an eccentric owd fella, 
An’ lived in a heawse bi hissel. 
An’ yet he wur one o’ t’ best cobblers 
As e’er knocked a nail in a shoe ; 
An’ fro’ mornin’ to neet he kept at id, 
For he allus hed plenty to do. 


Owd Turpin hed allus bin single, 
An’ he kept sooa to th’ end uv his life ; 
Tho’ fooak sed as nowt but his temper 
Hed stopped him fro’ geddin’ a wife. 
Ther wur one as he’d tried to put up at, 
As used to live reawnd abeawt theer ; 
But hoo wodn’d hey owt to do wi’ him, 
Throo bein’ so naggy an’ queer. 
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Sometimes, he wur thad crammed an’ peevish, 
As he’d even stop t’ lads at ther play ; 

For if t? leeast noise wur med to disturb him, 
He’d come an’ he'd drive ’em away. 

An’ if they worn’d off just thad minute, 
He'd gooa in witheawt mooar ado, 

An’ bring eawt a bucket o’ watter 
An’ drench ’em o gradely weet throo. 


One neet—id wur t’ fifth o’ November, 
O t’ lads stood at t’ corner 0’ t’ row ; 
An’ theer they wur talkin’ o’er summat 
As seemed to be suitin’ ’em o. 
“Come on! let’s gooa deawn to Owd Turpin’s, 
For it’s time as we geet theer,” sed one; 
‘¢ We'll larn him for bein’ so peevish, 
An’ pay him for o ’at he’s done.” 


Wi’ thad, they o sect off together, 
For they seemed to hev fixed on some plan ; 
One carried a window squirt wi’ him, 
Another, red paint in a can ; 
Ther wur one hed some gun-caps an’ peawder, 
While ther ringleader carried a gun, 
An’ as they drew nearer to Turpin’s, 
He sed, ‘‘ Neaw, look cawt for some fun.” 


As soon as they’d getten o ready, 
One went an’ give t’ dooar a good kick ; 
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An’ up Turpin jumped fro’ his cobblin’, 
For he never suspected ther trick. 

He wur eawt 0’ thad dooar in a second, 
As if he wur off on a race ; 

When bang !—off went t’ gun o at sudden, 
While one squirted t’ paint in his face. 


Owd Turpin fell deawn welly faintin’, 
For he raylee believed he wur shot ; 
An’ t’ nayburs could hear somebry grooanin’, 
Sooa o on ’em hurried to t’ spot. 
One wanted to run for a doctor, 
‘‘Tt’s no use,” Turpin grooaned, “ for 0’s o’er ;”’ 
Sooa they carried him in on to t’ sofey, 
For he seemed to be covered wi’ gore. 


They sent reet away for some brandy, 
For they thowt he wur gooin’ to dee ; 
Then they looked to see wheer he wur weawnded, 
But nowt like a weawnd could they see. 
«‘ Just look here !” sheawted one, wi’ a titter, 
‘¢ Well! as true as ther’s ever a saint, 
We've bin tekin’ a chap to be deein’ 
Just becose he’s bin splashed wi’ red paint.” 


Yo should just hev sin Turpin’s amazement, 
As t? fooak o went laughin’ away ; 

An’ for mony a long weck at th’ after, 
Ile never storred eawt uect or day, 
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For awhile, id wur o t’ talk o’ t’ nayburs, 
An’ aw’ll own at aw laughed hard misel, 
When aw heeard ’em relate heaw Owd Tnrpin 
Wur shot wi’ red paint at Pell Mell. 


Fawr Little Fane. 


Come lass! sit deawn at side o’ me, 
It’s just a week to-day, 

Sin hur we vally’d mooast on earth, 
Wur laid i t’ cowd, damp clay. 

We little thowt ’at Deeath so soon 
Would stretch his fingers cowd, 

An’ snatch eawr little Jane away 
When short 0’ three year owd. 


Thi een, like mine, are drippin’ weet, 
For booath eawr hearts feel sooare ; 
But nowt con co hur back ageean, 
Hoo’s gone for evermooar. 
When thoose we luv are ta’en away— 
Wod pain id brings to t’ breast! 
But Him aboon ‘Il help us throo, 
An’ set eawr cares at rest. 


Fawr Little Jane. 


Throo mony a long an’ weary neet, 
We watched hur pine away ; 

An’ seed hur cheeks grow paler still, 
Wi every comin’ day. 

But yet we never once despaired, 
Till every hooape wur past ; 

An’ oh! heaw sad life seemed to be, 
When th’ end drew near at last. 


’'T wur on a luvly day 7? June, 
An’ t’ brids sung leawd an’ free ; 

An’ t’ noonday sun wur shinin’ eawt 
As breet as breet could be. 

While nature smiled on every side, 
An’ t? world wur leet an gay ; 

We stood beside eawr darlin’s bed, 
An’ watched hur pass away. 


Oh! heaw aw miss hur prattlin’ tongue, 
’At used to mek life sweet ! 

An’ heaw aw miss hur smile an’ kiss, 
When bed-time comes at neet. 

When t’ others gooa upstairs to bed, 
Aw sit me deawn i’ t’ cheear ; 

Aw’ t’ tear-drops trickle for’ mi een 
For hur ’at’s missin’ theer. 


At times aw corn’d believe hoo’s gone, 
‘For oft, at t’ clooase o’ day, 
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Aw fancy aw con hear hur voice, 
Wi’ t’ tothors eawt at play. 

But when aw ged up fro’ mi cheear, 
To look for hur at t’ dooar ; 

T’ truth flashes on mi brain ageean, 
Aw tells me hoo’s no mooar ! 


But, come! we'll beear it t’ best we con, 
Sooa wipe away thad tear ; 

Hoo’ll hev no pain i’ t’ world aboon, 
Like thad hoo suffered here. 

God’s wiser far than thee or me, 
An’ to us He'll be kind ; 

Sooa let’s kneel deawn an’ thank Him, lass, 
For t’ two He’s left behind. 


Raisuv t? CTind, 


Owd Jonas Lee wur ceawered i’ t’ nook, 
His een wur red wi’ drinkin’ ; 

He lit his pipe to hev a smook, 
An’ then begun a thinkin’. 

‘Aw'd swig a pint off neaw,’ ho said, 
‘* An’ quick, too, if aw hed one; 

Bud t’ thowt on’t nobbut meks me long, 
T’or aw corn’d see heaw aw'st ged one.” 


Raisiv ? Wind. 69 


He leyned his heyd deawn on his hands, 
An’ tried some plan to study ; 

But like a cask o’ new tapped ale, 
His thowts wur mixed an’ muddy. 

At last he jumped up fro’ his cheear, 
“By gum!” he sed, “ aw’ve hit id; 

Yon landlord thinks he’s middlin’ foce, 
Bud to-day he'll be eawt-witted.”’ 


His broo ’at looked so dark afooar, 
Wur breetened o’ at sudden ; 
An’ deawn tort t’ “ pub” at th’ end o’ t’ street, 
He trudged off like a good ’un. 
On t’ way he co'd at owd deeaf Rofe’s, 
An’ sheawts ‘‘ come on here, sunny 1 
Aw’ve fun’ a move to raise us pints, 
For aw know tha hes no money.” 


Sooa then he towd Owd Rofe his plans, 
An’ they went i' t’ “ pub” together ; 
An’ when they geet in, t’ landlord smiled, 
An’ passed remarks o’er t’ weather. 
‘It’s cowd eawtside,”” Owd Jonas sed, 

‘‘ Bud here it’s warm an’ cheerin’ ;” 
An’ Jonas give him th’ order then, 
To bring two pints o’ beer in. 


When t’ beer coom in, Owd Jonas supped, 
An’ looked at Rofe quite cunnin’ ; 
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Then tornin’ reawnd to t’ landlord, sed 
‘* Yo’re goin’ to see some runnin’. 
Aw’m racin’ Rofe to th’ end an’ back, 
For t’ pints, beside two shillin’ ; 
Will yo be t’ judge an’ see fair play ?” 
“ Aye!” t’ tandlord sed,—‘‘ aw’m willin’.” 


They supped ther pints, an’ went to t’ dooar, 
Wheerx t’ race hed to be started ; 

An’ soon as t’ landlord sheawted ‘ off! ” 
Booath Rofe and Jonas darted. 


But when they geet to th’ end o’ t’ row, 


Atstid o’ mekin’ t’ tornin’ ; 
Owd Jonas sheawts ‘ thoose pints wur good ! 
‘Boor thank yo, an’ good mornin’! ” 


Then t’ landlord fairly stamped wi’ rage, 
While t’ fooak o stood theer laughin’ ; 
An’ lots 0’ times at th’ after then, 
He geet a deeal o’ chafiin’. 
For tho’ he thinks hissel quite sharp, 
He owns ther’s one as licked him ; 
An’ neaw he joins 7’ t’ laugh wi’ t’ rest, 
At t? way as Jonas tricked him. 


¥, 


Lf te as Varo’ e 24. 
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Cawr Moll’s Hed a Row WA Hur Chap. 


Eawr Moll's hed a row wi’ hur chap, 
An’ aw raylee dorn’d know wod to do ; 
For when hoo’s 7’ t’ th’ heawse 
Hoo’s as quate as a meawse, 
Or else blubberin’ eawt like a foo’. 
Hur face used to weear nowt but smiles, 
Bat neaw they’ve o flown eawt o’ t’ seet ; 
An’ ther’s bin nowt but bother, 
O’ one sooart or t’other, 
Sin t’ chap left hur, last Sunda’ neet. 


At day-time hoo weyves on four looms, 
But at neet hoo con cut a fine dash ; * 
An’ hur chap’s a cashier 
At some office up theer, 
An’ t? nayburs o say he’s a mash. 
They’ve bin cooartin’ for six month, or mooar, 
An’ mony a time it’s bin sed 
Bit’ nayburs 1 t’ street 
When they’ve sin ’em at neet, 
"At they thowt, varra soon, they’d be wed. 


Last Sunda’ hoo met him 7’ t’ loyne, 

An’ they went for a walk up tort t. Park ; 
(Tho’ id seems rayther queer 
"At so mony gooa theer 

Uy a neet, when it gets after dark). 
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But just as th’ owd clock hed struck nine, 
Hoo coom in, wi’ booath een swelled an’ red ; 
Nod a word did hoo say 
But hoo went streyt away 
Up t’ stairs, an’ wur soon into bed. 


Aw could see ther wur summat to do, 
But aw thowt id wur t’ best nod to speyk, 
An’ hoo sobb’d eawt an’ cried 
Till id geet mornin’ side, 
An’ aw thowt ’at hur poor heart ud breyk, 
When hoo coom deawn to gooa to hur wark, 
Hoo started a sobbin’ once mooar, 
An’ hur cheeks went so pale 
As hoo towd me hur tale,— 
Hoo’d quarrell’d wi’ t’ chap neet afooar. 


Aw ne’er wur mooar put cawt o’ t’ rooad, 

Hey ! aw wish things wur med square an’ reet ; 
For hoo teks it so bad, 
An’ id meks me feel sad, 

Av’ aw’m troubled fro’ mornin’ till neet. 


Well! aw’m blowed if they’re nod gooin’ past, 
Just look, an’ dorn’d ax whoa aw meean; 
Fooaks! aw dorn’d keer a rap, 
Tor yon’s Moll an’ hur chap, 
They’ve pieced up together ageean. 


Oud Isaac av’ t’ Bum-Bailiffs. 


@Owd isaac av’ v? BuneBatiiffs, 


Yo’ll hardly find one deawn i’ Longshaw, 
But wod knows Owd Isaac, aw’m gure ; 
For he’s welly lived theer o his lifetime, 
An’ aw know he'll be sixty, or mooar. 
When Isaac wur twenty year younger 
Ther were nobry mooar fearless, or bowd ; 
An’ o’er t’ marlocks an’ scrapes ’at he’s bin in, 
Aw’ve heeard mony a good ‘‘rouser”’ towd. 


Some years sin, Owd Isaac wur t’ landlord 
Uv an owd-fashioned country side ‘pub; ” 
An’ he kept a tame bear deawn 7’ t’ cellar, 
As he’d browt up fro’ bein’ a cub. 
Id wur harmless an’ quate as a kitten, 
An’ full uv id mischief an’ play. 
Tho’ some fooak ’at felt a bit nervous 
Ud mind to keep eawt uv id way. 


Sometimes id wur browt into t’ kitchen, 
When t’ company wur in uv a neet ; 
An’ Owd Isaac ud mek id act t’ sowjer, 
An’ do a march reawnd on two feet. 
But if they wur rowsome an’ noisy, 
An’ he wanted a bit o’ good fun, 
He’d just let his bear loce among ’em, 
An’ they’d clear eawt like shot fro’ a gun. 
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One winter he’d gone a bit back’ards, 
For trade hed bin slackish thad year, 
An’ Owd Isaac’s exchecker wur empty, 
As t’ rent day begun to draw near. 
Sooa he went up to t’ Ho’ to see t’ landlord ; 
But after he'd laid deawn his case, 
He wur towd if he couwldn’d find money 
As t? bum-bailiffs ud come to his place. 


Th’ bum-bailiffs coom th’ day or two after, 
As Owd Isaac wur stannin’ at t’ dooar ; 
An’ as soon as they towd him ther errand 
He sed, ‘‘ Well! aw’m sorry for sure. 
Aw ne’er thowt 0’ comin’ to this, chaps, 
But aw’ll try an’ beear up like a mon ; 
An’ aw know id worn’d yor wish to come here, 
Sooa aw’ll mek yo as snug as aw con.” 


Th’ bums wur suited to hear him talk this way, 
For they thowt they’d dropped in a good pooart ; 
An’ wh-n he browt pint after pint in 
They co'd him a gradely good sooart. 
An’ when tornin’ eawt time coom at t’ finish, 
Owd Isaac went to ’em an’ sed—- 
‘¢ Aw’ll just bring yo pints in ageean, chaps, 
An’ then aw’ll pike upstairs to bed.” 


He went an’ fotched t’ bear eawt o’ t’ cellar, 
An’ he coom hurryin’ back again wi’ t’ ; 


Owd Isaac aw ¢ Bum- Bailiff. 


Then he said, ‘‘ Chaps! aw thowt yo'd be lonely, 
Sooa aw’ve browt yo some company for ? neet.” 
Then he left ’em wi’ t’ bear into t’ kitchen, 
An’ med every dooar fast i? t’ place ; 
An’ ther hair stood on end just like bristles, 
While booath on ’em went black 7’ t’ face. 


They sheawted eawt ‘‘ Police! fire! an’ morther !” 
But they fun’ eawt as thad wur no good ; 


Sooa they med acleyn beawnce slap throo t’ window 


An’ flew off as fast as they could. 
They ne’er stopped to look reawnd behynt ’em, 
They wur freeten’d as t’ bear might be theer, 
Till at t’ finish ther breeath fairly left ’em, 
An’ they fell deawn hawf faintin’ wi’ fear. 


Owd Isaac fun’ money t’ week after, 
Sooa he went up an’ settled his rent ; 

Then he towd heaw he’d shunted t? bum-bailiffs, 
An’ ?? tale o throo t? village soon went. 

There wer mony a good laugh, aw con tell yo, 
An’ aw'll bet ’at 7 Longshaw to day ; 

Yo'll hear ’em tell t’ tale o’er Owd Isaac, 
Aw’ heaw he fiayed t’ bailifts away. 


Sais” 
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Th’? Ow Parson, 


Th’ owd parson’s preyched i’ t’ village church 
For mooar than forty year ; 
But neaw his race is welly run, 
An’ th’ end ‘Il soon be here. 
His voice ’at used to ring so leawd 
Throo’ t? church on ¢ Sabbath day ; 
Seawnds like some echo fro’ aboon, 
‘At co’s his soul away. 


He’s t’ same alike wi’ owd an’ young, 
He luvs ‘em every one ; 

An’ thinks as weel o’ t’ poorer fooak, 
As t’ Lord o’ t? Manor yon. 

He doesn’d use no high flown words, 
To mek his sermons grand ; 

But preyches in a simple way 
"At o' con understand. 


An’ when he gooas to visit t’ sick 
He'll comfort ’em an’ pray ; 

An’ help to cheer ther weary hearts 
Afooar he gooas away. 

An’ if id happens they’re i’ want, 
An’ he but gets to know ; 

He'll send ’em meyt, an’ nourishments, 
An’ sometimes clooas an’ o’. 


TW Owd Parson. ne 


A kindlier chap than wod he is 
Aw’m sure we’st never see ; 
He hes a smile for everyone, 
No matter wod they be. 
Where e’er he gooas he seems to throw 
A halo o’ throo’ t’ place ; 
An’ goodness seems to show idsel 
I ¢ wrinkles on his face. 


Aw’ve sin him join, at th’ altar rails, 
Two luvvin’ hearts 7’ one ; 
Aw’ve sin him kneelin’ deawn bi t’ sick 
When life’s bin nearly gone. 
Aw’ve heeard him read t’ sad funeral prayers, 
Till every eye’s gone dim ; 
But t’ prayer he’s read o’er mony a one 
Ull soon be read for him, 


God bless him! may he rest content 
When t’ storms o’ life are past ; 

An’ find a shelter up aboon 
I’ t? tother hcoam at last’ 

An’ when we stan’ bi th’ throne uv Him 
"At fost created mon ; 

Aw know, among His chosen flock 
He'll ceawnt tl’ owd parson one. 
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QA GAniter’s Peet, 


Hearken to t’ wind heaw id whistles past,— 
Drivin’ afooar id o t’ sleet an’ snow ; 
Fooak’s weel off, on a neet like this, 
When they're safely harboured bi t’ fireside’s glow. 
Id meks me shiver to think o’ t’ storm— 
Rouse thad fire up,—it’s nooan so breet ; 
Lord, look deawn on thoose weary souls 
’At are hooamless, an’ friendless i’ t’ cowd to-neet ! 


Aw’m sure aw heeard somebry knockin’, then, 
Sit tha still, lass,—aw’ll gooa to t’ dooar ; 
Whoa con id be ’at’s ventured here ? 
Maybe, some wanderer, ragged an’ poor. 
Bless mi life, it’s a little lad,— 
Hutchin’ an’ tremblin’ on t’ dooar-step here ; 
Come inside, luv, tha’rt somebry’s child, 
An’ tha’st stop no longer i’ t’ storm eawt theer. 


‘Come to t’ fire, here, an’ warm thisel’, 


For thi limbs are shiverin’ an’ stiff wi cowd ; 
Wheer doesta live? Wod ?—tha hes no hooam ? 
An’ tha’ ses ’at tha’rt only eight year owd ? 
Heaw con a little thing, like thee, 

Weather throo’ t’? storms an’ cares o’ life, 
When men—strong men, oft try an’ fail, 

To feight ther way throo this world o’ strife ? 
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Bless tha lad !—tha’s a pratty face, 

An’ thi een so blue, shine breet an’ clear ; 
Id seems a pity ’at one so young 

Should be left alone 7’ this world’so drear. 
Bring thi cheear up to t’ table, here, 

Aw’ heyt as mich, luy, as ever t’ con; 
Fill thi bally, an’ dorn’d be feear’d, 

Ther’s plenty mooar when thad gets done. 


Once, we'd a child ’at wur just like thee, 
An’ we luv’d him mooar nor o t’ world beside; 
An’ oft, when aw’ve thowt o’ thad happy time, 
Aw’ve set me deawn i’ mi cheear, an’ cried. 
Winter an’ summer, eawr hearts wur leet, 
Wi’ him to comfort us every day ; 
But deeath stooale into cawr cot, one neet, 
An’ booare t’ fond hooape uv eawr lives away. 


Tha gooas mooar like him at every look, 
Tha’rt just his pictur i’ form an’ limb, 
While thi hair so curly, an’ soft blue een, 
Are just like thoose uv eawr little Jim. 
Aw seem to see him 7’ life once mooar, 
As aw glance across at thi childish face ; 
Maybe, th’ Almighty, i’ t’ world aboon, 
Guided thee to us, to fill his place. 


Tha’rt friendless no longer i’ t’ world, mi child, 
For tha’st hey a hooam wi mi wife an’ me; 
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Tho’ humble 7’ station, an’ cooarse eawr fare, 

Yet we'll manage to spare a bit for thee: 
Tha’ll allus be welcome to t’ best we hev, 

An’ tha’ll help to cheer us, an’ mek life sweet ; 
For th’ hand o’ Providence led thee here, 

To be sayed fro’ t’ storm on this winter’s neet. 


AM Gronfepther’s Cooat, 


That’s.mi gronfeyther’s cooat as is hung up 7’ t’ nook, 
An’ it’s bin theer for mony a year ; 

It’s done some good service sin fost id wur new, 
But it’s getten a lot woss for weear. 

Id wur worn for t’ fost time when mi grondad wur wed, 
An’ that’s sixty year sin, or mooar ; 

Yo con see bi id mek as it’s one o’ th’ owd style, 
For t’ tails welly reych deawn to t’ flooar. 


Hey, when aw wur younger, aw’ve laughed mony a time, 
When he used to gooa eawt wi’ id on; 

For whenever he wooar id, th’ owd chap looked so preawd, 
An’ he fancied hissel quite a don. 

Aw remember, at times, when he went on his walks 
Mi gronny ud gooa wi’ him too; 

An’ they'd link arms together, an’ toddle deawn ¢’ street, 
Just t’ same as yo'll see cooarters do. 
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No matter wheerever mi gronfeyther went, 
Th’ owd cooat hed to gooa wi’ him too ; 
For he thowt as mich on’t when id geet grey an’ petched, 
As he did when he fost hed id new. 
Mi gronny an’ him lived as snug.as could he, 
Till deeath snatched her off fro’ his side ; 
An’ he followed hur coffin i’ t’ cooat as he wooar 
On t’ day ’at he med hur his bride. 


When mi gronny war gone le wur left bi hissel, 
Sooa th’ owd chap coom a livin’ wi’ me ; 
But like as he never wur gradely ageean, 
He wur followin’ hur fast, aw could see. 
He fretted abeawt hur fro’ mornin’ to neet, 
Till at last he begun to be ill ; 
An’ one summer’s day, when aw’d come fro’ mi wark, 
Mi grondad wur laid cowd aw’ still. 


We buried him clooase to th’ owd wife as he’d mourned, 
TP t? quate village churchyard up yon ; 
An’ mi heart throbbed wi’ sorrow, for th’ grave never 
O’er a better or kindlier mon. [clooased 
Aw cried like a child as aw stood o’er his graye, 
For aw knew aw should see him no mooar ; 
.An’ just for a keepsake, aw’ve treasured sin then, 
Thad cooat as mi gronfeyther wooar. 


One neet as aw set into th’ heawse bi misel, 
Th’ owd cooat fell off t’ nail, on to ? flooar ; 
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When aw lifted id up, like as t’ linin’s bulked eawt, 
Ther wur summat inside aw felt sure. 
Sooa aw ripped t’ linin’s oppen to see wod ther wur, 
An’ wod do yo think as aw seed ? 
Ther wur bank nooates to t’ vally o’ three hundred peawnd, 
As th’ owd chap hed left when he deed. 


Aw stood theer fair gloppen’d, an’ stared like a foo’, 
As aw ceawnted t’ nooates o’er one bi one ; 
For they coom like a blessin’ for keepin’ th’ owd cooat, 
"At mi gronfeyther thowt so weel on. 
Id shall hang theer 7’ t’ corner as long as aw live, 
An’ shall never do service no mooar ; 
For a keepsake o’ t’ deead, an’ a treasure to me, 
Is t’ cooat as mi gronfeyther wooar. 


Pon Lass as aw’m Tekuv to t? Fair, 


Tor elcoase on a year, aw’ve bin cooartin’, 
Wi’ a lass, hey! so tender an’ true ; 
An’ for beauty, yo’d find nooan to match hur, 
If yo hed to seech Blegburn o throo. 
We've hed mony a ramble together, 
Throo t’ meadows i’ t? fresh country air ; 
But last Sunda neet when aw left hur, 
Aw towd hur aw’d tek her to ¢’ fair, 
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Hoo look’d some an’ suited aw’ll tell yo, 
For hoo smiled as aw bid hur ‘“ Good-neet !’’ 
An’ hoo lingered at t? dooar when we parted 
An’ watched till aw geet eawt o’ t’ seet. 
When aw seed heaw aw’d filled hur wi pleasure, 
WY joy aw could welly ha’ cried ; 
For aw know ’at hoo’s never contented, 
Except when aw’m clooase at hur side. 


Aw’ve long’d for this week to ged o’er wi’, 
For like as it’s dragged on so slow ; 

An’ when one’s impatient an’ luy-sick, 
It’s nooan so nice waitin’ yo know. 

But t’ time’s drawin’ near when aw’st see hur, 
An’ this heart o’ mine then ’ll be leet ; 

For someheaw mi troubles o vanish, 
As soon as hoo comes i’ mi seet. 


Aw’vye bin tuthri times to hur mother’s, 
An’ aw’ve allus bin welcome aw’m sure ; 
For aw’m met wi’ a warm hearty greetin’ 
As soon as aw enter at t’ dooar. 
Sooa aw’ll buy hur some sooart uv a present, 
When aw ramble reawnd t’ fair-greawnd to-day ; 
mn 


An’ give it th’ owd lass for a ‘“ fairin’, 
For aw’m gooin’ to-morn to mi tay. 


It’s time ’at aw geet misel ready, 
Or else aw’st be lettin’ hur wait ; 
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For 7 less nor an heawer aw’ve to meet hur, 
An’ aw wodn’d like bein’ too late. 

Sooa awl wesh me, an’ put mi best things on, 
An’ put some nice scent on mi hair ; 

For aw want to look weel, if aw con do, 
When aw meet hur to tek hur to t’ fair. 


We’'st hev o sooarts o’ fun when we ged theer, 
For we’st gooa into mony a show; 
An’ then gooa i’ t’ swingin’-booats after, 
An’ hev a dry land sail an’ o. 
Hoo’s for hevin’ eawr likenesses teken, 
An’ put in a nice litle frame ; 
To hang up on t’ wo’ uv eawr dwellin’, 
For soon hoo'll be chapgin’ hur name. 


We've scraped tuthri peawnd up together, 
Tho’ we’ve booath on us done id unknown ; 
An’ aw think id ‘ll prove varra useful, 
To furnish a hooam uy eawr own. 
We’st be axed eawt for t’ third time next Sunda’, 
An’ soon, 0 life’s joys we shall share ; 
For aw’m gooin’ to be wed in a fortnut, 
To yon lass as aw’m telin’ to t’ fair, 
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Thi Mother’s Gendn’ Owd, 


Speyk kindly to thi mother, Dick, 
For neaw hoo’s owd an’ grey ; 
Let’s try to cheer hur up a bit, 
An’ breeten life’s dark way. 
A kindly word ’at cost’s us nowt, 
To hur’s mooar dear than gowd ; 
Sooa let's booath try to do eawr best, 
For neaw hoo’s geddin’ owd. 


Were full o’ youth, an’ health, an’ strength, 
Hoo’s bent wi’ age an’ care ; 
Aw’ yet hoo once wur t’ same as us, 
As leetsome, an’ as fair. 
b 
Aw’ve heeard id sed, when hoo wur young 
young, 
Hoo’rt bonniest lass 7 t’ fowd ; 
But neaw hoo’s wrinkled, worn, an’ thin— 
Thi mother’s geddin’ owd. 
to) 


Tha knows, to keep us cawt 0’ want, 
Hoos toiled booath day an’ neet ; 

An’ never tried to teych us nowt 
But wod wur good an’ reet. 

Ther’s nobry left but thee an’ me ; 
They’re 0 7 t’ churchyard cowd ; 
An’ we’ll nod torn ageean hur, Dick, 

Because hoo’s geddin’ owd, 
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It’s nowt but reet to keep hur neaw, 
When o but us hev gone ; 

Sooa we'll booath try to mek hur snug 
Until hur journey’s done. 

Hoo’s struggled hard to bring us up, 
An’ id shall ne’er be towd 

"At we wur owt but kind to hur 
When hoo wur geddin’ owd. 


Sooa stop 7’ th’ heawse, an’ sit tha deawn 
I t’ cheear as stan’s i’ t’ nook ; 

An’-while tha sits an’ warms thisel 
Just read a bit fro’ t? Book. 

For th’ Holy Word uv Him ‘at reigns 
Beyond thoose gates 0’ gowd 

Con allus soothe an’ comfort thoose 
*At’s geddin’ worn an’ owd. 


Hoo luvs to hear so mich o’ Heaven, 
Because hoo’s nearin’ th’ end ; 

An’ varra soon, aw know, we’st loyse 
Kawr best an’ dearest friend. 

An’ when, at last, hoo lies at rest, 
Below yon graveyard mowd, 

We’st know we did eawr duty weel, 
‘I? days when hoo wur owd. 
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Owd Jerry o’ Tums led a bachelor’s life, 
An’ hed never once thowt abeawt tekin’ a wife ; 
But one neet a notion geet into his pate, 
’At id welly wur time to be geddin’ a mate, 
‘‘ Aw mun stir up,” he sed, 
“‘ Tf aw meean to be wed, 
Or else id’ll soon be too late. 


‘« Aw’m limbersome yet, tho’ mi toppin’s gone grey, 
But ther isn’d mich pleasure 7’ livin’ this way ; 
It’s weary ceawered here bi one’s sel every neet, 
Wi’ ne’er a soul near me to comfort or greet ; 

An’ a gradely good wife 

Would breeten mi’ life, 
An’ mek this owd heart o’ mine lect. 


‘‘ Neaw, ther’s young Nanny Pinder ’at lives up i’ t’ broo, 
Hoo’s regular good natured, an’ kind-hearted too ; 
Aw’m nod quite so young as aw hey bin, aw know, 
But aw’ll pluck up to Nanny next time as aw co’. 
‘Faint heart, aw’m aware, 
Never won lady faiv’ ; 
An’ hoo con but say, ‘ Nowe!’ after 0.” 


Owd Jerry wur sittin’ as quate as a meawse, 
When a naybur o’ Nanny’ coom poppin’ i’ t? heawse ; 
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Jerry's face breeten’d up an’ his heart went quite leet, 
For he thowt uv a plan as ud wark o things reet : 

‘* Sit tha deawn theer, awhile,”’ 

Jerry sed, wi’ a smile— 
*« Aw’ve some good news to tell tha to-neet !” 


Sooa Jerry begun, in a mild sooart o’ way, 
To tell ’at he’d getten a letter thad day, 
An’ it towd him, he sed, ’at his owd cousin Bill, 
Wur deead, an’ hed left him some Drass in his will ; 
For Jerry weel knew 
At he’d put a lot to, 
When he towd t’ tale to t’ nayburs on th’ hill. 


Jerry seed he wur brastin’ to gooa an’ tell t’ news, 
Sooa he bid him “ Good neet !”’ an’ he poo’d off his shoes ; 
** Aw’ll warrant,” sed Jerry, ‘‘ thad tale ’11 soon spread,” 
An’ he muttered wi’ glee as he went up to bed, 

‘«« Aw’ve played mi cards reet 

Wi’ yon fella to-neet, 
For he’s sure to tell o ‘at aw’ve sed.” 


When t’ naybur left Jerry, he hurried up t’ broo, 
An’ towd o he’d heeard, wi’ a lot mooar put to ; 
It wur t’ talk uv o t’ fooak deawn i’ t’ village next day, 
An’ Jerry wur stopped mony a time on his way,-— 
Wi?’ fooak ’at he knew, 
An’ axed, wur id true ? 
But never a word did he say. 
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He co’d at Nan Pinder's, an’ theer, let me tell, 
He fun’ ’at young Nan wur i’ th’ heawse bi hursel ; 
Sooa he towd hur o’ th’ errand on which he wur bent, 
An’ sed as he hoped ’at hoo’d say wod hoo meant; 
Hur heart fluttered fast, 
But hoo coom reawnd at last ; 
An’ Jerry soon gained hur consent. 


To mek a tale short,—Nan an’ Jerry wur wed, 
An’ hoo chanced to remark as fro’ t’ church hoo wur led,— 
‘¢ Aw heeard ’at thi cousin hed left tha some brass, 
Is it true ?’—Jerry answered—“ Id is true mi lass !”— 
It’s a greyt big brass pon 
?At mi cousin Dick won ; 
Td’ll do to mek broth in,—fost class !” 


Nan’s face crimsoned up, an’ hur een sunk to t’ flooar, 
But hur sweet kindly nature :oon raised ’em once mooar ; 
*¢Come, Jerry,” hoo sed, ‘“ tha’rt a kindly owd mon ! 
Aw’ aw’ll comfort an’ bless tha till life’s journey’s done ; 
An’ aw'll help tha throo t’ strife 
Like a good little wife ; 
An’ mek thee as snug as aw con,”’ 
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QA Bit o th? Pwden Tine. 


We're ramblin’ reawnd th’ owd spot ageean, 
Th’ owd favourite spot uv 0’; 

Wheer oft we've towd eawr saycrets, lass, 
I whispers soft an’ low. 

It’s twenty year or varra near, 
Sin we wur here afooar; 

It’s like a bit o’ th’ owden time 
To walk th’ owd greawnd wonst mooar. 


Ri’ t’ luyvers ooak 1’ t’ meadow yon 
you, 
We've rambled mony a neet ; 
An’ t’ darkness seemed to matter nowt, 
Tha med id seem so breet. 
We’re just as true as e’er we wur 
> 
Tho’ age creeps on us fast ; 
fo} > 
Sooa let’s be cooarters once ageean, 
An’ talk a bit o’er t’ past. 


I’s strange heaw bygone days rise up, 
I’ t’ links 0’ memory’s cheean ; 
For walkin’ here wi thee to-neet, 
Aw feel quite young ageean. 
Aw see thee as tha used to be ; 
I o’ thi beauty rare ; 
For nod a lass i’ t’ village then, 
Wur ever hawf as fair. 


A Bit o th’ Owden Time. 


Aw’st ne’er forget thoose happy days, 
Altho’ they’ve long bin gone ; 

We pictured t’ joys o’ t’ future then, 
As nowt but luvers con. 

Mi heart beat wild wi’ joy an’ pride, 
When tha wur i’ mi seet ; 

Bud, oh ! heaw sad id used to feel, 
When +’ partin’ coom at neet, 


Th’ owd windmill’s o’ i’ ruins neaw, 
As stan’s on t’ top o’ th’ hill; 

Hey, lots o’ times we've gone thad way, 
When o’s bin quate an’ still. 

An’ strollin’ theer one summer morn, 
O’er t? meadows weet wi’ dew ; 

Tha promised as tha’d share mi joys, 
An’ share mi sorrows too. 


Sooa t’ weddin’ day coom on, at last, 
An’ we wur mon an’ wife ; 

Aw t’ solemn vows tha med thad day, 
Tha’s allus kept throo life. 

Tkroo’ thick an’ thin tha’s played thi part, 
An’ bin a helpmate true ; 

An’ smiled to cheer mi heavy heart 
When thine’s bin heavy too. 


We're ramblin’ reawnd th’ owd poe) ageean,— 
Th’ owd favourite spot uv 0’ 
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Wheer oft we’ve towd eawr saycrets, lass, 
T whispers soft an’ low. 

We’re just as true as e’er we wur, 
Tho’ age creeps on us fast ; 

Sooa let’s be cooarters once ageean, 
An’ tawk a bit o’er t’ past. 


Ch’ Owd Peetiwateh. 


If ony o’ yo’ lives tort Griffin, 
Yo’ll hev sin th’ owd neetwatchmon, aw know ; 
For ther’s hardly a mon but wod knows him, 
Fro’ Witton Stocks up to Cob Wo’. 
At times he’s a queer an’ cranky, 
But he wodn’d hort nobry, nod he ; 
An’ he meks a greyt hobby o’ music, 
No matter wod sooart id may be. 


Th’ owd chap’s sung at mony a concert, 
At leeast, sooa aw’ve often bin towd; 
But thad ’ud be when he wur younger, 
For neaw he’ll hev getten too owd. 
Aw know he’s not far short o’ seventy, 
Yet he needs noather ‘‘ specs” nor a stick ; 
An’ among carol singers, an’ sich like, 
He’s known bi nowt but ‘“ Bass Dick.” 
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Ther’s mony a trick played on th’ owd fella, 
When odd ’uns stop in uv a neet; 
An’ bi’ t’ way as they marlock an’ caper, 
He’ sworn, mony a time, they’re nooan reet. 
For they'll plague him an’ raise up his temper, 
An’ then when they’ve getten him on ; 
They'll soft-sooap him thick wi’ ther praises 
Ar’ leeave him o reet when they’ve done. 


Uy a nect, when he’s finished wi’ t’ boilers, 
He’ll oppen his owd music book ; 

An’ read o t’ fond airs uv his childhood, 
As he sits sung an’ cozy 7 t’ nook. 

An’ he'll puff at his dock leeaves an’ bacca, 
It’s a mixture he meks for hissel ; 

But heaw he con manage to smook id, 
Is mooar nor aw’m able to tell. 


Every Kesmas he gooas eawt a singin’, 
An’ he fairly creates sich a din ; 

An at t finish, he’ll play ’em a solo 
On t’ dooar wi’ a greyt rowlin’ pin. 

T” fost time ’at he coom to eawr Betty's, 
We o hed to stop short for breeath, 

For t’ noise coom so leawd, an’ so sudden, 
We wur o welly freeten’d to deeath. 


Here’s health to th’ owd neetwatch !—God bless him ; 
Aw hopé he'll live mony a year yet ; 
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For aw know, if we happen to loyse him, 
Id ’ll be wi’ a pang o’ regret. 

But if Deeath wi’ his cowd grip should nail him, 
An’ tek him away fro’ us soon ; 

Aw know, at t’ last day, he'll be singin’, 
Wi’ t’ choir up 1’ Heaven aboon. 


Th’ Empty Cheear. 


Come, Sally, put some coyl on t’ fire, 
An’ leet us t? lamp an’ 0; 
An’ mek th’ owd heawse look warm an’ snug, 
For tha con do’t, aw know. 
Tha’rt th’ only one ’at’s left for me 
To cling to, while aw’m here ; 
For wheer thi mother used to sit— 
Thers nowt but th’ empty cheear. 


It’s cowd an’ stormy eawt 0’ dooars, 
An’ keen blows t’ wintry blast ; 

Sooa put o’ t’ window shutters to,— 
An’ mind tha meks ’em fast. 

Then sit tha deawn, an’ sing thad song 
Thi mother luv’d to hear ;— 

Tha’s sung id for hur mony a time 
When hoo’s bin set 1’ t’? cheear, 
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An’ often, Sal, when tha wur young, 
Hoo’s sung thad song for thee ; 
An’ rocked tha, till tha’s shut thi een, 
An’ slumbered on hur knee. 
Whene’er aw think abeawt id, Sal, 
Aw corn’d keep back a tear,— 
Id meks me feel so lonely, neaw, 
To see thad empty cheear. 


This earth wur like a heaven then, 
For trouble wur unknown ; 

An’ nod a hvoam seemed hawf as breet 
An’ cheerful as eawr own. 

At neet, aw’d sit i’ t’ chimley nook, 
While hoo wur knittin’ theer ; 

An’ every neaw an’ then, hoo’d look, 
An’ smile so sweet i’ t’ cheear. 


An’ sooa we lived wi’ leetsome hearts, 
An’ th’ years rowled swiftly past ; 

But t’ joy as filled eawr little cot, 
Wur changed to grief at last. 

For one sad neet, thi mother deed, 
An’ med life, oh! so dreear ; 

For nowt wur left ts comfort me 
But thee—an’ th’ empty cheear. 


Sooa put thi sewin’ deawn a bit, 
An’ let me hear thad song ; 
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An’ try to cheer me while tha con, 
For th’ end ‘ll nod be long. 

Tha’s allus done thi best for me, 
An’ will do, while aw’m here ; 
But, varra soon, aw know ther’ll be 

Another empty cheear. 


Aye, Sal, aw’st hev to leeave tha soon, 
Aw’m sinkin’ every day ; 

But tha’s no cause to cry nor fret, 
Sooa wipe thi tears away. 

Aw’in gooin’ to join thi mother, lass, 
Tt’ th’ happy hooam up theer ; 

An’ when aw’m lyin’ cowd it’ t? grave, 
Sal, keep thi mother’s cheear. 


Se 


sites fro’ th’ @Owd Quarters, 


Hello! is thad thee, Jack? Wod’s browt tha deawn here ? 
It’s months sin aw seed tha afooar, lad ; 

Sooa just poo thi hat off an’ draw up thi cheear, 
For id suits me to see tha once moear, lad. 

There’s some long pipes 7’ t’ rack if tha’rt wantin’ a smook, 
An’ t’ bacca’s at side on ’em, sitha ; 

An’ if tha'll just reych me thad pipe eawt 0’ t? nook, 
Aw'll sit deawn an’ hev a smook wi’ tha. 


~~ # 


News fro’ th’ Owd Quarters. 97 


Heaw’s yor fooak gedden on? Varra weel ?—well, aw’m 
They'll hev awtered sin last aw wur wi’ ’em; (glad, 
An’ when aw’ve bin thinkin’ abeaut ’em, mi lad, 
Aw’ve wished, mony a time, aw could see ’em. 
Aw suppooase tha’ll be warkin’ at t place wheer tha wur ? 
For tha never took kindly to farmin’ ; 
Aw’ heaw’s little Mary ?—aw morn’d forged hur, 
Is hoo still as good lookin’ an charmin’ ? 


An’ heaw’s poor lame David? Wod! Deead does ta say ? 
Poor lad! he’d to walk on two crutches ; 
He'll hey. bin sadly missed deawn i’ t’ village, sin t’ day 
As Deeath booare him off in his clutches. 
Well, Jack, tho’ he’s gone, still it’s happen for t’ best, 
For he’s left o his burdens behind hin ; 
An’ if one could draw t’ curtain, an’ peep among t’ blest, 
Aw’m sure he’d be able to find him. 


Does ta ever see Nancy? Neaw, come Jack, speyk eawt, 
An’ dorn’d pause becose aw’m sad-hearted ; 
Tha knows varra weel why aw feel sooa, no deawt, 
For aw’ve never bin reet sin we parted. 
Hey, when aw wur wi’ hur, mi spirits wur gay, 
-For tha knows hoo wur allus mi fancy ; 
Bat o mi heart’s comforts wur banished away, 
“as aw quarrel? d wi’ Nancy. 


-90 a word, but aw wodn’d poo back, 
t as mi pride couldn’d do id ; 


~ 
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An’ then aw spooak hasty an’ passionate, Jack, 
An’ God knows heaw dearly aw rue id. 

Aw mut ha’ bin th’ happiest an’ preawdest o’ men, 

‘ For aw’d never no real cause to deawt hur : 

But aw’ve known nowt but anguish an’ misery sin then, 
For t’ world’s like a desert, witheawt hur. 


Wod’s thad as tha ses? Tha’s a message for me ? 

An’ it’s Nancy an’ o as hes sent id ? 
Come, Jack, here’s mi hand, lad, aw’m thankful to thee, 

For tha’s browt thad ’at’s med me contented. 

Hoo ses i’ this nooate, as aw’m freely forgi’en, 
For hoo knows id worn'd meant when aw sed id ; 

An’ hoo ses as it’s no use o” strife ereepin’ in 
Wheer luv lies so firmly embedded. 


Come, mother, set t’ taythings, an’ mek us some tay, 
It’s some time sin yo seed me so cheery ; 

Mi sorrows an’ troubles hev vanished to-day 
An’ neaw, life no longer seems dreeary. 

It’s thee, Jack, ’at's breeten’d mi face to a smile, 
It’s thee, as shall join us together ; 

Aw’ve hed t’ stormy seeason o’ life for awhile, 
But tha’s changed id to mid-summer weather. 


Puttiv ¢ Childer to Bed. 


Puttnv’ V Childer to Bed, 


At neet, when aw hear th’ engine slacken, 
An’.aw know ’at aw’ve finished for t’ day ; 
Aw leeave t’ cares o’ toil till t? next mornin’, 
Av’ aw mek off tort hooam reet away. 
For aw know thers a hearth breet an’ tidy, 
An’ a smile when aw enter at t’ dooar, 
Fro’ t’ wife as-is patiently waitin’ 
An’ longin’ to see me once mooar. 


An’ as soon as they hear me lift t’ latch up 
O’ t’ childer ’1l flock reawnd mi knee, » 
Aw they'll howd up ther sweet bonny faces 

Till aw bend deawn an’ kiss ’em o three. 
God bless ’em! they’re like little angels, 
They leeten eawr hearts neet aa’ day ; 
An’ to me, id seawnds t’ sweetest o’ music, 
To hear ’em keep prattlin’ away. 


An’ then, after t' tay’s getten o’er wi’, 
An’ t’ tay things o’ sided away ; 
Aw sit deawn to smook i’ th’ owd rocker, 
An’ watch ¢? childer’s innocent play. 
Id raylee seems strange an’ surprisin’, 
To see heaw owd fashioned they ged; 
Tor they’ll chatter away till they’re weary, 
An’ ther een begin achein’ for bed. — 
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Then t’ wife ’1l1 begin to undress ‘em, 
‘An’ as soon as hoo’s done wi’ 0’ #? three, 
They'll kneel deawn together on t’ hearth rug, 
An’ bless booath ther mother an’ me. 


Wi’ 0 t’ simple nature o’ childhood 


So softly they lisp eawt ther prayers, . 
Then they'll bid me ‘“‘ Good neet !’’ in a whisper 
ds they toddle off slowly upstairs. 


Ther mother gooas up clooase behynt ’em 
An’ waits till they o’ ged asleep ; 
An’ at last, when they've o getten quated, 
So cautious, deawn t’ stairs, hoo’s to creep. 


“But someheaw aw miss ther sweet prattle, 


An’ mi heart feels as heavy as lead ; 
For th’ heawse seems so lone an’ deserted, 
Uy a neet, when o’ th’ childer’s i’ bed. 


But aw’ll toil on 7’ peace an’ contentment, © 
‘An’ do wod aw thinks’s reet an’ best; 
An’ when, like a child, aw feel weary 
Aw know, as at t’ last, ther’ll be rest. 
For when we lie cowd in eawr coffins, 
An’ t? soul’s to a better world fled,,. 
To t’ grave side eawr kindred /1l beear us 
An’, like childer, they'll put us to bed. 


S=©5 
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Ow Vutty’s Rare. 


-Yo may talk abeawt Hutchens, or Cummin’s, an’ George, 
As runners 0’ fame an’ reneawn ; 

But if Owd Billy Putty mun pick his own trazk, 
“Aw’ll bet he could tek "em o deawn. 

To see him, yo'd think him too brossen to walk, 
But fooaks, wod aw’m tellin’ yo’s true ; 

He won a big wager a week or two sin, - 
Aw’ he’s ’t champion o’ t’ Brandy Heawse Broo, 


He weighs fourteen scooar, or a peawnd or two mooar, 
An’ he’s welly as broad as he’s long ; 

But for o as he carries so mich on his booans, 

-Owd Putty’s booath nimble an’ strong. 
It’s seldom ’at ever yo'll catch him i’ ?’ dumps, 

For he’s allus good tempered, an’ free ; 
An’ as long ag he’s plenty 0’ bacca an’ ale, 

~ He’s as happy as mortal con be. 


~_ One Setterda. net, he wur-up at Owd Kit's «,/ 


Among wod they co’ t’ noisy crew ; 

They wur talkin’ o’er things ’at they knew nowt abeawt, 
An’ braggin’ o’ wod they could do. 

Then Young Bob o’ Ruchut’s jumped up, an’ he cheai 
“ Aw’ll run anybody i’ t’ place 

For five or ten peawnd, an’ they’st hev t choice o’ greawnd 
Come! which on yo’'s on for a race?” 
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‘“‘ Neaw dorn’d talk so fast theer,’’ Owd Putty chimed in, 
“ Aw’]l run tha misel for five peawnd 
If tha’ll give me three yards eawt o’ fifty,”’ he sed ; 
‘‘ But tha knows aw shall want t’ choice o’ t’ greawnd.” 
Put’s offer wur snapp’d up wi’ Bob reet away, 
For he reckoned on hevin’ him sweet ; 
An’ Putty wur looked on as nowt but a foo’ 
When he staked up his wager thad neet. 


At t’ Monda’ they met to decide this greyt race, 
Sooa Putty sheawts ‘‘Come on wi’ me.” 

An’ Bob an’ his mates followed on clooase behynt, 
To t? place wheer this race hed to be. 

Put took ’em o’er t? brig, an’ he went knockiw’ on, 
Into one o’ them streets just at t’ top ; 

Till at ¢’ finish he coom to a long entry end, 
An’ theer Putty med a full stop. 


‘«« This here’s wheer aw’m runnin’,” sed Putty to Bob, 
‘Tha knows aw hed t’ full choice o’ t? greawnd ; 
Aw’ aw corn’d see misel wheer tha hes ony chance 
O’ tekin’ away that five peawnd. 
Thers nod room for two to ged pass at a time, 
An’ as tha hes to start behind me ; 
Id seems varra plain if aw nobbut wawk deawn, 
"At aw’m teed to reych t’ tape befooar thee!” 


Bob owned he wur lick’d, an’ he give up at once, 
When he seed heaw his case. really stood ; 
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An’ his heart worn’d as leet as his pocket thad neet, 
But he ooked up as weelvas he could. 

An’ mony atime, when ther’s nowt goin’ on, 
Yo con raise smiles on every face, 

If yo’ll nobbut drop into Owd Kit’s as yo pass 
An’ just mention Owd Putty’s Race. 


Pon Wlepoer as Warks t’ Beran to Me. 


I’ t? shed, wheer aw’m toilin’ an’ slavin’ 
Fro’ mornin’ to neet, like a foo’ ; 

An’ piecin’ mi bad sides an’ ‘‘ mashes,” 
Till aw wonder which way aw ged throo, 

Ther’s a lass, hey! so winsome an’ pratty, 
An’ angel yo'd tek hur to be ; 

An’ at me hoo throws lots o’ sly glances, 
For hoo only just warks t’ beeam to me. 


Hoo comes to hur wark dressed 7’ t’ fashion, 
For hoo’s fondish 0’ mekin’ a show; 

Hoo weears a silk jacket to weyve in, 
An’ a watch, an’ a locket an’ o, 

Hoo struts like a princess throo tly’ alley, 
Or some lady wi’ titles an’ gowd ; 

An’ hur hair used-to hang o’er hur eye broos, 
But lately hoo’s getten id powd. 
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If ther’s ever a ball hoo’ll be at id, 

An’ bi wod aw’ve heeard other fooak say, 
At dancin’ a polka’? or t’ ‘Jlancers,”’ 

Ther’s few as con lick hur to-day. d 
An’ aw’mn towd hoo’s a bit uv a singer, 

Wi’ a voice ’at’s so soft an’ so sweet ; 
But if ther’s a thing hoo delights in, 


It's flashin’ hursel uy a neet. 


Hoo’ll nod speyk to t’ other young lasses, 

_ As warks on to t’ looms reawnd abeawt ; © 
For because they dorn’d weear lots o’ finery 
Hoo thinks they’re below hur, no deawt. 
Let hur think sooa, for may be id ‘suits hur, 

But this aw con truthfully say : 
Aw’d sooner hev one plain an’ hooamly, 
Than fifty like hur, ony day. 


Aw know ’at hoo’s hed lots.o’ fella’s, 
Aw’ll bet as they’d number a scooar ; 
Tor them as aw’ve sin hur misel wi? 
"Ud mek up a dozen, or mooar. 
An’ id strikes me hoo thinks aw’st swell #’ number, 
Bi’ t’ way as hoo smiles o’ t’ day throo, . 
But hoo'll find as hoo’s rayther misteken, . 
If hoo thinks ’at aw’m nowt but a foo’, 


Aw pity thad fella as gets hur, 
For he'll not hey much pleasure i’ life ; 
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Hoo’s a long way too preawd, an’ too giddy, 
To ever mek owt uv a wife. 

Tf hoo heeard hawf ’at fooak ses abeawt hur, 
Hur cheeks ’ud blush t’ colour 0’ ¢ rooase ; 

For they say ’at hoo corn’d darn a stockin’, 
Nor fasten a patch on hur clooas. 


Then let hur keep smilin’ an’ glancin’ 
To wheedle me reawnd if hoo con; 
If hoo’s fishin’ abeawt for a greenhorn, 
Hoo'll hev to try some other mon. 
Aw find single life growin’ lonesome, 
An’ ther’ll soon be a weddin’, yo’ll see, 
But aw’ve. picked eawt a far better partner, 
Than yon weyver as warks t’ beeam to me. 


Crk Things as Mild as Yo Con. 


This world’s full 0’ trouble an’ pain, 

~ An’ life’s nooan too sweet at id best ; 

But wod’s t’ good o’ mekkin’ things woss than they are, 
For we're towd ’at life’s nowt but a jest. 
Sooa enjoy id as long as yo’re here, 
An’ bid o’ yor trubbles begone ; 

An’ yo’ll find life ll bring yo mooar comfort bi hawf, 
If you'll tek things as mild as yo con. 
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If yor cooartin’ some fair buxum lass, 
As yo think as mich on as yor life, 

An’ yo fondly imagine as t’ day’s varra near, 
When yo’ll leead her fro’ t’ church as yor wife. 
If hoo happens to torn eawt a “ sell,” 
An’ slopes off wi’ some other young mon; 

Yo'll let nobry know what hoo’s done, if yo’re wise, 
But tek things as mild as yo con. 


If yo chance to ged into a row 
Wi’ a chap abeawt double yor size ; 
An’ he gives yo a present wi’ one uv his kneyves 
I’ t’ shape o’ “ two luvly black eyes.” 
If yo know ’at he’s mooar than yor match, 
An’ yo corn’d pay him back wod he’s done; 
Just sit yo deawn quately or pike eawt o’ t’ rooad, 
An’ tek id as mild as yo con. 


If yor doin’ a bit uv a mash, 
Wi white chooaker, an’ gloves, an’ silk tile ; 

An’ yor struttin’ abeawt like some marquis or lord, 
While t’ lasses 0’ titter an’ smile. 
If a strong wind springs up just at t’ time, 
An’ blows off t’ silk hat as yo’ve on; 

An’ yo find id i’ t? gutter hawf covered wi’ mud, 
Just tek id as mild as yo con. 


If yo're plagued wi’ a bad tempered wife, 
yOrC pias 
As torments yo fro’ mornin’ to nect ; 
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An’ ne’er lets hur tongue hev-a minute o’ rest, 
As long as yo stop in hur seet. 
Tho’ yo feel ’at yor henpecked a bit, 
Remember yor nod th’ only one ; 

An’ yo know varra weel it’s too late to repent, 
Sooa tek things as mild as yo con. © 


Tek things as mild as yo con, 
Whenever yor passion rebels ; 
For a good deal o’ t’ rough an’ smooth sailin’ 0’ life 
Is just as fooak meks id thersels. 
We’ve lots o’ drawbacks to meet, 
As we're strivin’ i’ t’ world to ged on ; 
But yo’ll find eawt as life ll seem breeter bi far, 
If yo’ll tek things as mild as yo con. 


Crickuv’ a sHasher, 


I’ +t’ street wheer aw live, ther’s a masher ; 
~ An’ aw’ll bet yo ne’er seed sich a swell ; 
Le’s dressed, every neet, up to t’ knocker, 
But heaw he con do ’t aw corn’d tell. 
For he weyves deawu at t’ same place as aw do, 
An’ he hes but three looms he’s theer ; 
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But bi t? way as he-tries to doth’ « heavy,” 
Yo'd think he’d ten theawsand a year. 


Nod long sin, he started a cooartin’ 


Wi’ a young lass as lived up Duke’s Broo ; 
Hoo worn’d one as warked for hur livin’, 

For hur parents wur Dbooath weel to do. 
An’ judgin’ fro’ t’ tales as he’d towd hur, 

Hoo thowt hoo'd picked up wi’ some swell ; 
As did nowt but hunt after pleasure, 

An’ wur weel up?’ t’ world like hursel. 


But afooar mony weeks hed passed o’er’em, 
Hoo fun’ cawt as thinks worn’d o’ reet ; 
An’ this is just ’t way as id happened— 
He wur walkin’ eawt wi hur one neet ; 
An’ telling hur heaw when he wed hur, 
He’d tek hur away to his ho’ ; 
Wheer hoo’ be surreawnded wi’ splendour, 
Aw’ hey servants to run at hur co’. 


He kept talkin’ on 7 this fashion, 
An’ spooak o’er 0’ t? grond things they’d do, 
Bud he spluttered an’ stopped o’ at sudden, 
For he seed one 0’ t’ weavers clooase to. 
This young chap looked up as he passed ’em, 
An’ sed, ‘‘ Hello, Jack! is thad thee ? 
If this nasty east wind keeps on blowin’, 
Id’ll weyve bad i’ t’ mornin’ tha’ll sce.” 
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Jack’s cheeks fost went pale an’ then crimson, 
An’ he wondered wodever to say ; 
He tried hard to smile, but-he couldn’d, 
For he worn’d mich inclined to be gay. 
Butt’ lass didn’d seem a bit pottered, 
- For hoo walked on an’ talked as afvoar ; 
An’ hoo towd him to gooa up at t? Sunda’, 
When they parted thad neet at th’ heawse dooar. 


Sooa when Sunda’ coom Jack kept his promise, 
An’ he went up to t’ dooar an’ rung t’ bell; 
Id wur answered bi one uy hur brothers, 
An’ nod bi his sweetheart hursel. 
An’ soon as he geet into t’ parlour, 
Hur feyther sed ‘‘Oh! sooa tha’rt here ; 
Aw’ll larn thee for comin’ a flashin’, 
An’ aw’ll mek tha remember—no fear !”” 


_ Wi’ thad, Jack wur raced reawnd wi’ th’ hoss-whip, 
Till he fell deawn unable to stor ; ; 
An’ then he wur dragged eawt to t’ rain-tub, Bs ae 
Wi’ hur brothers, an’ ducked in all o’er. x 
His silk hat wur med in a footbo’ , 
An’ jumped on an’ trampled i’'t’ mud ; 
An’ then they punched Jack eawt at the finish, 
To join id as fast as he could. 


Poor Jack felt booath sick, an’ deawn-hearted, 
As he slunk away wet throo an’-sooar ;- 
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Aw’ for mooar nor a fortnut at th’ after, 
He ne’er showed his face eawt o’ th’ dooar. 
Ther wur nobry ’at showed him mich pity, 
For they sed ’at he’d just bin tricked*reet ; 
An’ aw hope id may prove a good lesson 
To yon masher as lives i’ eawr street. 


17, King WinLtiaAM Street, Bu. 


’ 


BITS 0’ BROAD LANCASHIRE, 


‘(from the Leading Columns of the ‘ Blackburn Standard,” 
April 28th, 1888.) 
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LITERARY BLACKBURN AND A LETTER FROM EDWIN 
WAUGH. 


Notwithstanding our unsavoury reputation; and notwith- 
standing the smoke in which we are enveloped, Blackburn is a 
town, which, in a literary sense, has no need to be ashamed. 
The “sacred nine’ favour it. On its hill sides and by its streams 
poets wake their lyres, andif the critics remind us that the muse 
is Doric in its form, may we not plead that it is Attic in its 
conceptions and in its spirit. Weare tempted to make these 
reflections because of the fact that just now we have one or 
two works, and prospectuses, if the barbarous word may be 
tolerated, of works by Blackburn writers and composers lying 
on our table. Our own able contributor, Bill o’ Jacks (Mr. 
Baron), whose quaint and sensible—may we say practical— 
poems in the Lancashire dialect, as it is spoken by “ Blegburn 
folk,” are now regularly read and recited at local entertainments, 
comes first on the list, with the announcement that he is pre- 
paring to issue his poetic works in a collected form from the 
press. Weare pleased to note that Mr. BAron has been able 
to secure the approval of the Lancashire Laureate, EpwIn 
Waveu, for his venture, for in answer to a letter asking Mr. 
WauGuH to allow the dedication of the forthcoming work *9 
him, he received the following kindly reply :— 

Church Road, New Brighton, 
; April 18th, 1888. 

Dear Sir,—I have read over the extracts from your forthcoming book uf 
verse in the Lancashire dialect, and I think they are considerably above the 
average of that kind of verse which has been produced in the county. Of the 
few specimens you have sent me the two that I like best are ‘‘ Owd Ailse’s 
Thrift,” and ‘‘Th’ Owd Family Bible.” I don’t see how the dedication to me 
will serve you; but if you like to do soI can have no objection. Wishing you 
success in every way. 

Tam, dear sir, yours very truly, 

Mr. W. Baron. : Epwin Wavau, 

P.S,—Put me down for three copies, 


. 
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There i is no more pleasing spectacle than = see successful genius 
encouraging rising merit, and we are quite sure our readers will 
applaud us In giving the prominence we have done to a letter 
from one of Lancashire’s noblest and brightest spirits; We 
trust that numbers will be found to emulate Mr. WAvGH’sS 
kindly example, and that Mr. BAron will soon be able! to 
announce that is list of patrons is complete, and that, as joy is 
ever the note of the highest song, his verse will commensurately _ 
-improve, and his muse soar still higher. 


(From “ Ariel's » Letter in the Blackburn Standard, 
of May 5th, 1888.) 

In addition to’ the favourable letter which you printed last 
week from Mr. Wauau, the ‘Lancashire Laureate,” on Mr. 
Baron’s productions, your readers will hear with pleasure that 
another authority on Lancashire literature has also been pleased 
is speak unreservedly on their merits in the following cordial 
etter :— - 


The Pop! ars, Harpurhey, Manchester, 
” April 26th, 1888. 

Dear Sir,—I have received through Mr. John Heywood, your prospectus and 
newspaper cuttings, and expected from the title you propose to give your book, 
some of the veriest dialectal doggerel. Instead of that I was surprised to see 
some of the sweetest things I huve read for some time. They are a credit to ~ 
your heart and brain, No ohe but a worker could have-written them. I return 
the cuttings, as you may have further use forthem, 

Faithfully yours, ae 
Mr, Wm, Baron, BEN BRIERLEY. 


Mr. Brrerury has, needless to say, become a subscriber to Mr. 
Baron’s forthcoming book. 


' 


Mr. BARron has also received the following from the well- 
known Lancashire writer, Mr, SAmunn LAycock :— 


a 60, Foxhall Road, Blackpool, 
, April 30th, 1888. 

Dear Sir,—I am very much pleased with the slips you have sent. I like the 
tone and the sentiments, and think them much better than many I have myself 
written, They are wonderful as the productions of a factory worker. . . 
Shall be pleased to have two copies when ready. You have done right in 
dedicating the book to Epwriy W AUGH; you have honoured him and yourself at 
the same time. re 


Yours faithfully, 
Mr, W. Baron, i ; SAMUEL, ees 


Ee ae 
Dace 
TA eee 
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